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EDITORIAL 

Twenty  weeks  have  been  crossed  off 
the  1943-44  Gulf  Park  calendar,  and  six- 
teen more  weeks  remain  in  which  to  ac- 
complish the  satisfaction  of  a  year  well 
done!  To  many,  a  satisfactory  year  of  col- 
lege is  the  achievement  of  an  exciting  soc- 
ial life  complete  with  numerous  dates  and 
dances;  to  others,  a  balance  of  social  activ- 
ity and  a  high  scholastic  standard  is  "the 
pot  of  gold  at  the  end  of  the  rainbow."  To 
those  who  will  be  able  to  grasp  "that  treas- 
ure" at  the  close  of  the  year  and  feel  the 
warmth  of  the  golden  coins  in  their  hands, 
a  threefold  purpose  will  be  fulfilled;  the 
pride  that  one's  parents  will  experience  for 
their  offspring,  the  bettering  of  a  student's 
life  because  of  effort  and  toil  which  pre- 
pares one  for  future  hardships,  and  for  the 
benefit  of  humanity  as  a  whole. 

So  often  students  view  the  universe  and 
a  feeling  of  hopelessness  at  their  finite 
place  in  the  war  effort  rushes  over  them, 
leaving  the  desire  to  drop  their  studies  and 
madly  keep  in  tempo  with  the  world  by  ob- 
taining a  war  job.  If  they  apply  them- 
selves to  their  fullest  extent  in  their  studies, 
thus  enabling  them  to  make  their  rightful 
place  in  the  reconstruction  job  of  the  ram- 
bled shack  that  now  houses  the  world,  they 
would  not  dash  so  quickly  into  other  jobs 
which  they  give  up  as  soon  as  their  first 
tidal  wave  of  patriotism  has  receded.  So, 
Gulf  Park  students,  dig  into  your  war  job 
and  have  the  compensation  of  a  grateful 
world. 
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Left:   Betty   Weill — daughter   of   Mr.   and  Mrs. 
David  R.  Weill,  Chattanooga,  Tennessee. 

Below:  Marcia  Wood — daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Lester  G.  Wood,  Green  Bay,  Wisconsin. 


PARK 


The   Palm 


Who    Made    all    A's 
and  Second  Quarters 


Right:  Mary  Wharton — daughter  of  Rev.  and 
Mrs.  Thomas  J .  Wharton,  Long  Beach, 
Mississippi. 

Below:  Shelia  Duffy — daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
R.  A.  Duffy,  Geneva,  Illinois. 


and    to    these 


HONOR   ROLL 

For  the  First  Semester  and  Second  Quarter 
Ending  February  5,  1944 

To  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  a  student  must  have  at 
least  one  A  in  a  three-  hour  course  or  one-unit  course,  and 
no  grade  below  B.  Her  average  must  be  midway  between 
B  and  B  plus.  The  student's  course  of  study  must  be  the 
equivalent  of  at  least  15  hours  or  3%  units,  including 
physical   education. 

A  minimum  grade  of  C  in  physical  education  and  B  in  de- 
portment is  allowed. 

A  student  whose  course  amounts  to  more  than  16  hours  or 
4!4  units  may  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  if  she  meets 
the  requirements  in  16  hours  or  41/}  units,  and  maintains 
an  average  of  C  in  any  additional  work  that  she  may  be 
taking. 


ALL  A's  FOR  THE  FIRST  SEMESTER 


Duffy,  Sheila 
Dungan,   Leah 
Gill,   Barbara 


Weill,    Betty 
Wharton,    Mary 
Wood,  Marcia 


Goff,  Joy 


Adams,  Kathleen 
Bernheim,  Eleanor 
Blalock,  Mary 
Blocher,    Mary 
Campbell,  Aley  Ann 
Cartwight,  Virginia 
Chappell,   Nancy 
Coleman,  Betty  Jean 
Cooke,  Nelwyn 
Cooper,    Charlotte 
Cowan,    Roberta 
Craver,   Ann 
Culpepper,   Betty 
DeMange,   Mary 
Entwistle,    Natalie 
Ferson,  Janet 
Gibson,   Betty 


HONOR  ROLL  FOR  FIRST  SEMESTER 

Hand,    Barbara 
Hanson,   Mary  Catherine 
Harrell,   Shirley 
Hess,  Susan 
Hicks,   Carol 
Johnston,   Nola 
Kirk,  Virginia 
Lampton,  Anne 
Lang,  Eleanor 
Meek  Adrienne 
Miller,  Marion 
Moore,  Marion 
Moore,  Rose 
Morris,  Carol 
Murphey,  Myram 
Myers,   Marilyn 
O'Neil,  Margaret 


Probert,   Lyle 
Ratcliffe,  Becky 
Reetz,   Virginia 
Reynolds,  Barbara 
Robinson,  Patsy 
Rose,    Marjorie 
Ross,   Betsy 
Sawyer,  Ordell 
Sayers,   Joan 
Scott,   Sue 
Stegeman,  Helen 
Stevenson,   Barbara 
Strassmann,  Renata 
Swain,   Juanita 
Taylor,  Betty  Anne 
Walker,  Ygondine 


HONOR  ROLL  FOR  2nd  QUARTER 

Crafton,   Marystel  Lyons,    Betty  Ann 

Hamiel,  Eleanor  Martin,    Martha 

Lillard,    Peggy  Morris,  Carol 

Lindholm,  Audrey 


Dr.  Cox  Attends 
Annual  Junior  College 
Association  Meeting 

For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  Gulf 
Park,  President  Cox  was  absent  when  the 
college  reopened  after  the  Christmas  holi- 
days. We  missed  him  especially  at  the  Fire- 
Side  Gathering  that  first  night  and  at  the 
Kid  Party  the  following  Saturday  night.  He 
was  attending  the  twenty-fourth  annual 
meeting  of  the  American  Association  of 
Junior  Colleges  in  Cincinnati,  Ohio.  He 
appeared  on  the  program  and  read  the  re- 
port of  a  committee,  of  which  he  is  a 
member,  on  Postwar  Plans  for  Junior  Col- 
leges. Gulf  Park  and  our  president  were 
honored  by  his  election  in  1930  as  Presi- 
dent of  the  American  Association  of  Junior 
Colleges.  He  has  served  as  a  member  of 
the  executive  and  other  important  commit- 
tees of  the  Association. 

When  asked  for  a  statement  about  the 
Cincinnati  meeting  for  the  Tammy  Howl, 
President  Cox  said:  "This  was  one  of  the 
most  important  meetings  since  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  Association  in  1920.  Con- 
sidering war  conditions,  the  attendance  was 
large — more  than  two  hundred,  represent- 
ing thirty-eight  states,  the  District  of  Co- 
lumbia, and  Canada.  The  meeting  was 
characterized  by  a  spirit  of  cooperation  and 
of  courage  in  facing  the  complex  and  enor- 
mously important  problems  that  confront 
the  junior  college,  as  well  as  all  other  in- 
stitutions of  higher  education,  during  the 
next  few  years.  Personal  greetings  from 
the  President  of  the  United  States  were 
read.  He  referred  to  the  junior  college  as 
'a  robust  youngster  in  the  family  of  Amer- 
ican educational  institutions'  and  expressed 
the  hope  that  the  junior  college  may 
furnish  the  answer  to  a  good  many  of  the 
needs  of  American  education  and  especial- 
ly the  postwar  needs  of  ex-service  men  and 
women." 

An  editorial  will  appear  in  the  March 
issue  of  the  Junior  College  Journal,  written 
by  President  Cox,  who  is  a  member  of  the 
Editorial  Board  of  this  official  publication 
of  the  American  Association  of  Junior  Col- 
leges. 


St.  Charlemange  Banguet 
Honors  French  Students 


The  annual  Saint  Charlemange  banquet 
of  Gulf  Park  College  took  place  January  28, 
honoring  the  outstanding  students  in 
French. 

Captain  Edmond  de  Jaive,  head  of  the 
romance  language  department,  presented  a 
toast  in  French  to  the  honored  students, 
and  Miss  Joan  Thompson,  president  of  the 
"Cercle  Francais,"   responded  in  French. 

Miss  Bonnie  Murray,  assistant  voice 
teacher,  sang  "Ouvre  tes  Yeux  Bleus"  by 
Massenet,  accompanied  at  the  piano  by  Miss 
Dorothy  Ecuyer. 

Those  seated  at  the  table  of  honor  were 
Dr.  Richard  G.  Cox,  Mrs.  Cox,  Miss  Parish, 
Miss  Reagor  of  the  faculty.  Captain  de 
Jaive  was  toastmaster.  The  officers  of  the 
"Cercle  Francais"  are  Misses  Joan  Thomp- 
son, president;  Helene  Stegeman,  vice  presi- 
dent; Gene  Freeland,  secretary;  Betty  Lou 
Showalter,  treasurer;  Audrey  Lindholm, 
historian;  Bobby  Torrance,  reporter.  The 
officers  of  the  Spanish  Club  are  Misses 
Betty  Ann  Lyons,  president;  Nola  John- 
ston, vice  president;  Jo  Ann  Yonts,  secre- 
tary,  and   Helen   Hillyard,   treasurer. 

The  other  students  seated  at  the  ban- 
quet table  were  Misses  Peggy  Tyler,  Doro- 
thy Baird,  Ann  Craver,  Natalie  Entwistle, 
Shirley  Cundiff,  Melanie  de  Ben,  Alda  Goi- 
del,  Barbara  Hand,  Eleanor  Lang,  Marilyn 
Windsor,  Joy  Wilson,  Jane  Higginbotham, 
Lolita  Probert,  Joan  Lincoln,  Betty  Cole- 
man  and   Alice   Robinson. 

FROM  THOUGHTS  OF  YOU 

In  solitude  I  think  of  you  and  sigh; 

The  things  you've  suffered,  yet  with  faith 

unbent : 
The  evils  of  this  war  we  all  lament 
I  stop  and  ask  Almighty,  "Why,  just  why?" 
I  think  of  loneliness  it's  caused,  and  try 
To  push  aside  the  thoughts  of  detriment, 
These  days  we're  spent  apart  I  do  resent, 
And  long  again  for  those  of  last  July. 
But   dear   one,  let's   not   think  of   sorrow's 

weight ; 
Forget  the  things  which  make  us  all  despair : 
We'll  do  the  jobs  we  have  to  do  and  smile 
At  all  the  tasks  which  seem  to  us  so  great 
The  burdens  of  this  war  we  all  must  share, 
And  soon  we'll  say,  "In  just  a  little  while." 

— Bobbie   Reynolds. 
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A  PRAYER  FOR  DAWN 

Amidst  the  quietest  night  and  winds  that 
wail 

Against   the   sky   which   turns    at   once    to 
dawn, 

I  think  of  you  as  light  begins  to  veil 

And  wonder   why  you   are   at   times   with- 
drawn. 

Now  have  you  lost  your  wish,  your  trust, 
your  love? 

Although  it  is  my  heart  and  soul's  desire, 

To  bring  you  forth  from  some  address  above 

And  start   anew   that   longed-for   flame   or 
fire. 

For  now  upon  the  earth  it  longs  to  creep, 

That  brilliant  sun,  the  mother  of  the  light; 

To   dry   all  tears   that  come  from   injuries 
deep 

To  end  again  the  dreadful  fears  of  night. 

Oh,  for  the  dawn,  how  I  do  humbly  pine! 

At  dawn,   I'll  find  that  heart  and  love  of 

mine. 

— Mildred  Rayburn. 


SONNET  TO  HIM  OVERSEAS 

Oh  Lover  of  my  heart  and  soul's  delight, 
With  whom  so  many  happy  hours  I've  spent, 
Please   send  your   love   to   comfort   me   to- 
night 
Across  the  seas;  provide  me  with  a  vent. 

My  Prince  of  Bliss,  don't  leave  my  mind  to 

roam 
Where   raptures   told   each   other   o'er   and 

o'er, 
So  often  guide  my  footsteps  far  from  home 
To  where   we   met   each  night   on   moonlit 

shore. 

My  Star  of  Hope,  although  it  seems  absurb, 
I  know  we'll  meet  again  with  brimming  eyes 
That  pierce  each  other's  depths  without  a 

word, 
And  each  the  other  can  immortalize. 

Oh  God  in  Heaven,  hear  my  humble  prayer, 
And  bring  him  back  to  me  from  over  there. 

— Ordell  Sawyer. 


A  WISH   FOR  VALENTINE 

I  wish  I  were  a  little  bunny  white — 
A  pretty,  fuzzy,  cuddly  ball  of  fluff — 
They    sit    high    on    your    dresser,    that    I 

might — 
And  I  could,  be  on  your  sweet  powder  puff. 
Or  would  I  were  your  jeweled  pin  of  pledge 
That  I  might  stand  as  guard  o'er  your  dear 
heart. 


And  thus  to  you  my  loyal  love  allege; 
Then  would  we  ne'er  be  very  far  apart. 
Or  could  I  be  one  of  your  bobby  pins? 
Not  only  would  I  be  quite  near  but  dear 
For  bobbies  now  are  prized   like   bombers' 

lens. 
Oh,  won't  you  please  to  my  poor  plea  give 

ear? 
I  cannot  be  a  hare,  a  pin,  of  thine 
But  maybe — could  I  be  your  Valentine? 

—Joy  Goff. 


WITH    YOU 

When  I'm  alone  and  have  no  job  to  do, 
I  think  of  all  the  hours  I  used  to  spend 
With  all  the  folks  at  home  and  there  with 

you. 
Oh  how  I'd  like  to  be  the  one  to  lend 
To  you  the  hopes  of  love  so  fair  and  proud, 
Would    you    accept    this    humble    heart    so 

weak 
And  make  it  as  a  horn  that  sounds  so  loud? 
I  know  that  you  alone  can  hunt  and  seek 
The  trueness  it  will  give  to  one  I  love. 
I  know  you  will  be  kind  to  it  each  day 
And  treat  it  fair,  as  it  comes  from  above. 
Each  hour  will  be  as  those  that  came   in 

May. 
If  all  those  dreams  of  mine  could  just  come 

true 
This  earth  would  turn  to  heaven,  here  with 

you. 

— Elna  McCorkle. 


BE  MY  VALENTINE 

My  love  for  you,  though  distance  parts  us 

still, 
Is  strong  as  always  it  has  been,  My  Dear. 
No  sea,  no  length  of  time  our  love  can  kill. 
I'll  love  you  just  as  much,  you  need  ne'er 

fear. 

The  war  may  part  us  now,  that  fact  is  true. 
But  I  will  wait  your  tender  kiss  once  more. 
When  you  return  from  o'ver  the  ocean  blue 
Tis  you  I'll  always  cherish  and  adore. 

Do  you,  my  Heart,  still  love  me  just  as  well 
Midst  all  the  blood  and  tears  and  sweat 
Of  this  dread  war  which   makes  of  earth 

a  hell? 
Can  you  with  truth  say  that  you  love  me 

yet? 

Then    won't    you,    please    brave,    handsome 

mine 
Say  that  you'll  be  my  own  dear  Valentine. 

— Jerre  Clark. 
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VALENTINE   WISH 

I  wish  no  flowers  or  sweets  this  Valentines 
For  they  seem  only  gifts  so  debonaire 
For  more  I  wish;  than  e'en  a  bright,  bright 

ray 
Or  all  the  things  that  come  with  million- 
aire. 
I'd  love  to  see  you  here  at  home  once  more ; 
To  have  your  laugh  ring  out  with  joy  and 

song, 
To  have   you   near.   No   fear  of  what's   in 

store 
But   peace    alone    shall   reign    so   just   and 

wrong. 
I  want  to  look  far  on,  and  love  the  view 
Of  life  and  growth  and  things  that  speak 

of   love, 
And  there  among  such  peace  there  shall  be 

you 
The  one,  who   makes   the   sun   shine   from 

above 
My  wish  therefore  is  life,  and  peace  divine 
For  you,  always,  my  dear,  my  Valentine. 
— Renata  Strassman. 

A  WALLFLOWER 

A  garden  full  of  flowers  fair 

Has  beauty  that  amazes  all; 

But   it  has   none   that   can   compare 

With-  me,  a  flower  on  the  wall. 

The  boys  all  pass  without  a  glance 

Perhaps    I'm    just    the    well-known    "drip." 

I  have  no  powers  to  enhance — 

I'm  shaped  just  like  a  battle-ship! 

I  cannot  dance  and  jitterbug, 

But  I  quote   Shapespeare   like   a   dream; 

Though  I  know  when  Suez  was  dug 

The  boys  all  say  I'm  "off  the  beam." 

But  fellows,  now  I've  got  a  "line:" 

It's  leap  year — "Be  my  Valentine?" 

— Anne   Lampton. 

SONNET  TO  YOU,  DEAR 

I  dedicate  this   sonnet  to   you,   Dear. 
If  you  could  only  know  how  I  miss  you! 
Though  you  are  miles  away,  you  seem  so 

near, 
I  think  of  you  no  matter  what  I  do 
I  miss  the  way  you  always  wink  at  me, 
I  miss  the  glances  of  your  eyes  so  brown, 
I  miss  our  talks  even  when  we  don't  agree. 
In  fact,  I  miss  not  having  you  around 
But  time  will  pass  too  quickly  by,  and  then 
I  will  be  able  to  call  you  all  mine. 
So  until  that  day  I'm  confident  you  can 
Believe  you  are  my  only  Valentine. 
For  you,  I  am  most  grateful  and  most  glad 
For  you're  the  best  Dad  any  girl  ever  had. 

— Bette  Metz, 


SONNET  TO  A  LOST  LOVE 

Since   you   have   gone   away,    it's    lonesome 
here, 

The  days  are  long  and  nothing  seems  the 
same. 

I   used   to   laugh   so  much   when   you   were 
near 

Life    was    so    sweet    and    love    was    just   a 
game. 

I  did  not  think  that  it  could  end  this  way, 

That  you  could  cease  to  care  for  me  and  go ; 

But   since   you've   gone,   at  least   you   can- 
not say 

You  know  that  I  will  love  you  so. 

For  though  my  heart  does  ache,  I'll  smile; 

The   mention   of  your  name  will  bring  no 
sigh 

For  things  now  past.  And  in  a  little  while 

I'll  seem  to  be  all  right  when  you  pass  by 

For  you  will  never  know,  my  dearest  one, 

That  I  am  crying,  and  not  having  fun. 

— Ann  Campbell. 


WHEN  YOU  RETURN 

I'm  waiting  for  the  day  when  you'll  return 
To  share  with  me,  my  love,  a  love  that's 

true 
Once  again  to  know  our  hearts  still  burn 
With  fire  that  grows  and  spreads  a  brilliant 

hue. 


0,  how  I  long  to  feel  you  close  to  me 

To  cling  to  you,  your  lips  pressed  hard  on 

mine 
To  hear  you  whisper  soft  and  tenderly 

Of  plans,  of  dreams  that  will  come  true  in 
time. 

And  you  are  dreaming,  planning,   waiting, 

too 
For  war  and  all  its  strife  to  leave  this  earth. 
When  you,  with  love,  our  happiness  renew 
We'll  want  to  share  with  all  the  world  our 

mirth. 

And  so  I  wait  the  day  that  you'll  return 
Full  patiently,  for  time  my  thoughts  com- 
firm. 

— Helen  Templeton. 


Edgewater     Gulf     Hotel     Is     Locale 
Of    Annual     Tri  -  Sorority     Banquet 


On  Monday  evening,  January  31,  there 
was  a  great  bustle  in  both  the  dormitories 
at  Gulf  Park  College,  for  that  was  the  night 
of  the  annual  tri-sorority  banquet  which 
is  held  each  year  at  the  Edgewater  Gulf 
Hotel.  The  buses  left  at  6:15  full  of  fresh- 
men, sophomores,  juniors,  seniors,  hostesses, 
and  teachers.  Each  one  was  looking  her 
best  in  net,  taffeta,  satin,  or  chiffon,  for- 
mals. 

When  we  got  there,  the  orchestra,  which 
is  from  Keesler  Field  and  is  well  known 
to  the  Gulf  Park  girls,  was  already  play- 
ing some  of  the  popular  tunes  of  today. 

Dinner  was  at  7:30,  and  during  the  de- 
licious meal  a  very  enjoyable  program  was 
given.  At  the  beginning  of  the  meal,  the 
three  presidents  of  the  sororities,  Joy  Goff , 
Delta  Chi,  Ordell  Sawyer,  Delta  Alpha,  and 
Mary  Frances  Jasper,  Sigma  Psi,  gave  a 
welcome  address  in  unison  and  in  rhyme 
form.  This  was  followed  by  two  responses, 
one  by  three  new  members,  Adriene  Mc- 
Ardle,  Susan  Hess,  and  Ann  Craver,  and 
the  other  by  the  three  sponsors,  Miss  Con- 
nie Clough,  Miss  Frances  Morris,  and  Miss 
Dorothy  Scheidler. 


The  program  which  was  given  during 
the  meal  was  as  follows: 

A  Ballet  dance Louise  Whiting 

Reading    Carol    Morris 

"Congo"  from  My  Sister  Eilleen 

A  Modern   dance    Jerre   Clark 

Accordion  solo Mary  Blocker 

A  tap  dance Veda  Merle  Freuler 

Song Ordell  Sawyer 

"Smoke  Gets  in  Your  Eyes" 

A  tap  dance Martha  Townley 

Piano   solo   Marilyn   Myers 

"Deep  Purple" 

The  program  ended  with  the  singing  of 
the  Gulf  Park  Alma  Mater  by  the  whole 
party. 

After  dinner,  some  of  the  girls  adjourn- 
ed to  the  dance  floor,  while  others  had 
their  picture  taken,  played  cards,  or 
wandered  downstairs  for  a  "coke." 

At  10:30  all  the  girls  piled  into  the 
buses,  laughing,  singing,  and  talking  over 
the  banquet  which  was  enjoyable  to  every- 
one, and  an  occasion  which  will  be  remem- 
bered a  long  time  by  each  person  that  at- 
tended. 


¥ 


Mrs.  Cox  Presides  at 
Annual  Fireside  Chat 


The  annual  Fireside  Chat  of  Gulf  Park 
College  was  held  on  January  12,  the  night 
when  all  students  had  returned  from  the 
Christmas  holidays. 

In  the  history  of  Gulf  Park,  Dr.  Cox 
has  always  presided  at  this  informal  gather- 
ing, but  because  of  out-of-town  business 
which  took  him  to  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  he  was 
unable  to  be  here.  Mrs.  Cox  presided  and 
made  the  occasion  a  lovely  one. 

The  huge  reception  room  was  warmed 
by  the  crackling  and  popping  of  a  beauti- 
ful gold  and  red  fire.  Students,  who  man- 
aged for  the  chairs  took  them,  with  the 
exception  of  the  faculty  and  guests,  while 
the  rest  of  us  made  ourselves  comfortable 
on  the  rugs. 

Mrs.  Cox  began  the  inter-mural  conver- 
sation by  telling  of  her  holiday  experiences. 
She  had  several  guests,  and  spent  the  rest 
of  her  time  decorating  for  Christmas. 

This  was  followed  by  more  tid-bit  talks 
from  the  sudent  body  and  faculty.  Several 
outstanding  highlights  during  the  course  of 
the  evening  were: 

Shirley  Harrell  from  Amarillo,  Texas, 
got  on  the  train  in  the  evening  for  the 
return  trip  to  Gulf  Park,  read  a  magazine, 
crawled  into  her  berth,  and  awoke  the  next 
morning  to  find  the  train  still  standing  in 
the  station.  The  worst  snow  blizzard  in 
the  history  of  Western  Texas  had  come 
that  night,  consequently  stopping  all  traffic. 

A  more  tragic  incident  was  told  by 
Betty  Weill  from  Chattanooga,  Tennessee. 
On  the  night  of  January  2,  1944,  Betty  and 
her  family  were  eating  their  evening  meal 
when  they  heard  a  thunderous  roar,  seem- 
ingly right  over  their  house.  They  did  not 
miss  it  far,  for  an  Army  plane  with  a 
Major,  Captain,  and  Staff  Sergeant  crashed 
into  a  home  only  four  houses  away.  The 
plane  first  struck  a  power  line,  shutting 
off  all  electricity  for  several  blocks,  knock- 
ed a  portion  of  one  house  off,  before  final- 
ly stopping  in  a  mass  of  flames,  burning 
the  house  it  struck  to  the  ground.  All  three 
in  the  plane  were  killed.  The  crash  was 
said  to  have  been  caused  by  the  heavy  fog 
that  had  settled  during  the  evening,  mak- 
ing visibility  poor.  The  pilot,  panic  strick- 
en, almost  out  of  gas,  tried  to  come  below 
the  fog  to  see  the  airfield.  The  result  was 
disastrous. 


This  episode  left  our  audience  a  little 
awed.  But  it  was  merry  again  by  the  men- 
tion of  several  rings  flashing  around  on 
"third  finger,  left  hand,"  in  fact  there  were 
two  rings  on  the  finger  of  one  of  our  faculty, 
Miss  Griffith,  or  should  I  say  now  Mrs. 
Callahan. 

Miss  Dorothy  Ecuyer  of  New  Orleans 
had  on  a  beautiful  engagement  ring,  com- 
ing from  West  Point,  another  was  on  Miss 
Schiedler's  finger.  It  would  be  too  much 
to  enumerate  the  ones  among  the  student 
body,  but  one  could  tell  from  the  expres- 
sions that  there  was  abundant  happiness 
for  everyone  over  the  holidays. 

After  the  talks,  songs  were  sung  by  the 
group  and  tjien  special  songs  by  Tom 
Sawyer.  Most  of  the  girls  were  rather  tired 
after  their  trip,  so  with  a  few  stifled  yawns, 
they  went  up  to  their  rooms,  exhilarated 
by  the  holidays,  and  ready  to  settle  down 
for  more  serious  study. 


The  Coming  Peace 
Discussed  mj  Dr.  J.  L. 


On  January  25,  Dr.  J.  L.  Neill,  former 
minister  of  the  Methodist  Church  in  Gulf- 
port,  discussed  what  he  termed  "the  most 
common  question  of  the  people,  'When  will 
we  have  a  world  peace'  ?"  He  said  that  there 
was  no  question  that  ultimately  our  allied 
armies  will  win  the  war  on  the  battlefields, 
on  land  and  on  the  sea;  but  there  is  a  possi- 
bility of  winning  a  war  on  the  battlefield 
and  losing  everything  in  writing  the  peace. 
"Every  war  we  know  anything  about  has 
come  out  of  a  bad  peace." 

He  said  that  we  are  dealing  with  fatal- 
ists in  the  Far  East.  Life  means  nothing 
to  them. 

"We  know  that  there  will  be  at  least 
three  great  powers  in  the  preparation  of 
peace,  the  United  States,  Great  Britian,  and 
Russia,  but  China  should  also  be  included!" 
Dr.  Neill  said  that  the  political  leadership 
of  China  is  the  most  Christian  today. 
Seventy-five  or  eighty  per  cent  of  the  lead- 
ers have  family  prayer  in  their  homes 
every  evening. 

He  said  that  even  though  the  United 
States,  Russia,  and  Great  Britain  are  work- 
ing together  during  this  conflict,  after  the 
war  is  over  they  may  not  be  able  to  con- 
tinue working  together  on  the  same  basis 
because  they  do  not  see  eye  to  eye. 

Mary  Catherine  Hanson — Reporting. 
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Ruth  Bryan  Owen  Opens  New  Vistas  of  Hope 
In  Challenging  Talk  on  "After  War-What?" 


Gulf  Park,  had  the  honor  of  presenting 
Ruth  Bryan  Owen,  February  10,  at  8:30 
p.  m.  in  the  college  auditorium.  Her  sub- 
ject "After  War— What?"  The  daughter 
of  the  great  commoner,  William  Jennings 
Bryan,  has  launched  a  plan  for  a  union  of 
nations  after  the  war  which  she  believes 
will  build  and  keep  world  peace. 

Ruth  Bryan  Owen,  was  a  member  of 
the  United  States  Congress  from  Florida, 
for  four  years,  1929-32.  A  world  war  nurse, 
university  teacher,  lecturer  and  author — 
these  are  just  a  few  of  her  accomplish- 
ments. 

President  Roosevelt  honored  her  with 
the  appointment  as  Minister  to  Denmark, 
and  she  was  the  first  woman  envoy  of  the 
United  States  to  a  foreign  power.  It  was 
in  Denmark  that  she  met  Borge  Rohde,  a 
captain  in  the  palace  of  the  king.  She  be- 
came his  bride  at  a  wedding  in  the  White 
House  at  Washington  in  July,  1930.  She 
has  walked  with  kings  yet  she  has  kept 
her   common   touch. 

"We  today  are  pioneers,  too,  in  the 
sense  that  instead  of  cutting  a  path  through 
the  wilderness,  we  are  cutting  a  path 
through  ignorance  and  indifference.  We 
must  solve  the  problems  that  will  make 
better  citizens  of  us   all." 

With  these  significant  words,  Ruth 
Bryan  Owen  gave  new  vistas  of  hope  to 
the  pessimists  who  have  feared  that  there 
will  be  no  problems  left  for  the  next  gen- 
eration to  solve;  no  pleasures,  to  enjoy. 
Recalling  the  days  when  she  feared  that  she 
herself  had  been  born  too  late  to  have 
any  part  in  pioneering,  she  knew  how  to 
sympathize;  at  the  same  time  she  was 
glad  to  observe  that  since  we  live  in  the 
greatest  era  of  invention  and  discovery 
that  the  world  has  ever  known,  the  in- 
tellectual frontiers  of  the  world,  having 
scarcely  been  opened  up,  still  loom  large 
and   imposing. 

She  spoke  of  the  way  in  which  the  auto- 
mobile, the  motion  picture,  the  radio,  and 
the  areoplane,  as  a  result  of  scientific  pur- 
suits, have  changed  the  entire  complexion 
of  modern  life  by  eliminating  time  and 
distance,  and  she  speculated  upon  the  un- 
limited potentialities  of  all  these  inventions 
toward  creating  an  international  under- 
standing of  races  and  peoples — an  under- 
standing which  would  be  conducive  to  last- 


ing world  peace.  She  expressed  the  opinion 
that  schools  could  make  the  teaching  of 
geography  absolutely  painless  if  they 
could  use  the  moving  picture,  which  is  an 
international  art;  and  the  suggestion  was 
that  if  geography  were  properly  learned, 
it  would  engender  mutually  sympathetic 
relations  among  the  separate  nations. 

She  did  not  overlook  the  fact  that  we 
have  not  made  of  all  the  marvelous  inven- 
tions an  unmixed  blessing  in  that  we  have 
used  them  to  change  war  from  a  clash  be- 
tween armies  to  attacks  on  unarmed  cities. 

She  affirmed  the  necessity  for  estab- 
lishing places  for  those  of  our  citizenry 
who  are  mentally  and  physically  warped; 
for  determining  what  soil  propagates 
crime;  for  providing  sponsorship  for  re- 
leased prisoners  during  their  periods  of 
readjustment.  She  told  of  the  way  social- 
ized medicine  operates  in  Denmark  and  in- 
timated that  something  in  that  direction 
might  be  an  upward  looking  movement  in 
our  country. 

She  urged  hemispherical  solidarity  as  a 
bulwark  of  liberty  but  warned  that  in  get- 
ting acquainted  with  people  of  other  lands, 
we  must  go  as  neighbors,  not  as  tourists. 

Finally,  in  answering  her  own  question, 
"How  do  you  end  a  war  so  that  it  stays 
ended?"  she  declared  that  we  have  to  find 
a  way  to  live  with  our  enemies  so  that  we 
are  secure.  "When  was  it  that  we  failed  at 
the  end  of  the  first  World  War?"  Woodrow 
Wilson  gave  to  the  world  a  principle  which 
the  world  accepted  but  which  the  United 
States  rejected.  "I  think  we  failed  after 
the  first  World  War,"  asserted  Ruth  Bryan 
Owen,  "because  we  permitted  a  matter  that 
was  too  big  to  be  crowded  into  parties  and 
politics  and  that  concerned  the  security 
of  all  of  our  people  to  slip  out  of  focus  and 
become  a  party  issue."  The  hope  is  that 
such  tragic  blunder  may  not  be  repeated. 

The  speaker  illustrated  her  argument 
with  pointed  examples  of  what  she  wished 
to  impress  upon  her  hearers  and  enlivened 
the  whole  with  a  charming,  subtle  humor 
which  made  her  a  most  acceptable  lecturer. 

It  was  a  delight  for  the  people  of  the 
coast  to  know  Ruth  Bryan  Owen,  who  has 
an  international  outlook  but  who  is  still 
most  concerned  with  the  best  interests  of 
her  own  fellow-countrymen. 
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Gulf  Park  Students 
Attend  Gulfport  Appearance 
N.  0.  Sumphomj  Orchestra 

The  New  Orleans  Symphony  Orchestra 
gave  a  special  program  in  Gulfport  on 
Sunday  afternoon,  January  30.  About  150 
of  the  Gulf  Park  students  enjoyed  the 
privilege  of  hearing  the  orchestra  under 
the  baton  of  Ole  Windingstad. 

At  the  request  of  President  Roosevelt, 
the  orchestra  was  to  give  five  free  pro- 
grams, sponsored  by  the  American  Federa- 
tion of  Musicians  for  entertainment  in  lo- 
calities where  military  and  school  life  are 
predominant.  The  conductor  called  the  head 
of  our  Music  Department,  Mr.  Davies,  and 
asked  if  he  would  like  to  have  one  given 
here  in  Gulfport.  The  students  were  en- 
thusiastic over  the  opportunity  and  as 
many  seats  as  could  be  were  reserved  by 
Mr.  Davies  in  the  High  School  auditorium. 

The  program  was  as  follows:  "Unfinish- 
ed Symphony"  by  Schubert,  "Las  Preludes" 
by  Liszt,  "Blue  Danube  Waltz,"  and  the 
"New  World  Symphony"  by  Dvorak. 

The  students  left  the  High  School  with 
higher  ideas  and  appreciations  for  the  finer 
things  of  life. 

MUSIC  AT  ASSEMBLY 

At  Assembly  on  February  9,  the  fol- 
lowing girls  gave  a  short,  but  entertaining 
musical  program.  Joan  Mills  sang  "Con- 
secration" and  Martha  Townley  sang  "He's 
Such  A  Little  Fellow"  and  "Here's  My 
Heart."  Following  these  were  two  piano 
selections  by  Shirley  Harrel,  "Du  Bist  die 
Rue"  by  Schubert,  and  "Aid  de  Ballet." 


Gulf  Park  to  Hear 
Famous  Radio  Baritone 

On  February  24,  the  well-known  concert 
and  radio  baritone,  Conrad  Thibault,  will 
be  presented  at  Gulf  Park  College.  Thibault 
is  a  great  favorite  with  radio  listeners,  and 
his  appearance  at  the  college  in  person  will 
be  enjoyed  by  our  students. 

Boh  Davies  Reporting! 

Here  I  am  on  another  of  those  nasty 
old  leaves.  No  mountains  this  time.  I 
stayed  a  little  closer  to  the  base.  Even  with- 
out the  natural  scenery  it  is  turning  out 
to  be  one  of  the  best  leaves  I  have  had  yet. 
The  name  of  the  town  I  can't  mention  but 
what  it  lacks  in  natural  beauty  it  makes 
up  in  places  of  historical  interest.  There 
are  also  several  higher  educational  institu- 
tions, a  zoo  and  a  fine  museum.  It  goes 
without  saying  that  there  are  plenty  of 
Indian  temples  to  see.  Soon  after  arriving 
here  I  happened  to  meet  an  American  who 
runs  a  book  store  and  he  is  helping  us  plan 
our  days  to  best  advantage.  Tomorrow  he 
is  taking  Lt.  Warden  and  me  out  to  the 
University  to  meet  a  couple  of  the  depart- 
ment heads.  I  suggested  that  we  sit  in  on 
some  of  the  classes  held  for  Indian  students 
and  I  think  he  is  working  it  out  for  us. 
Warden  likes  History  and  will  go  to  a 
couple  of  these  classes  while  I  brush  up  on 
my  Chemistry.  There  is  also  a  girl's  col- 
lege about  the  size  of  Gulf  Park  and  we 
are  going  out  there  to  witness  one  of  their 
chapel  exercises.  Oh  joy!  Then  the  day 
after  tomorrow  we  are  to  meet  some  of 
the  Indian  aristocracy  at  a  tea  party.  Much 
more  of  this  and  I'll  be  filthy  with  in- 
telligence. 

Later 

I  am  still  on  leave  and  I  am  seeing  new 
things  every  day.  Last  Monday,  Warden 
and  I  went  out  to  the  university  and  seem- 
ed to  make  quite  a  hit  with  the  teachers. 
The  head  of  the  Economic  department  told 
my  American  friend  who  took  me  out  there, 
that  he  would  like  me  to  give  a  lecture  to 
some  of  his  students  when  exams  are  over. 
Personally,  I  hope  the  exams  continue  for 
another  week  because  I  know  nothing  about 
Economics.  This  professor,  Dr.  Lorenzo, 
(Continued  on   page   26) 
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ART  STUDIO 


Fashion  Reporter  Finds 
Sleeveless,  Backless  Cottons 
And  Bewitching  Half  Hats 

Roses  are  red 

Violets    are   blue 

Sugar  is  rationed 
and  sure  ruined  this  rime — but  if  you 
are   looking  for   a   sweeter   Valentine   just 
take   a   peek   at   Gulf   Park's   pride   in   her 
new  spring  frock. 

From  reports  of  girls  from  all  parts  of 
the  country  (plus  a  little  snooping)  we  ob- 
serve what  we  think  will  be  the  leading 
fashions  this  spring.  First  noticed,  with 
surprise  after  a  long  winter,  was  an  un- 
expected amount  of  black — but  set  off  with 
crisp  white  ruffles  of  lace,  organdy,  ba- 
tiste, or  any  other  bewitching  sheer  ma- 
terial (which,  incidently,  would  make  a 
pretty  girl  look  like  a  very  pretty  Valen- 
tine.) 

The  cotton  sleeveless  and  backless  dress- 
es for  spring  and  summer  are  in  a  blazing 
white  with  only  a  tiny  trim  or  band  in  a 
bright  color.  Polka  dots  and  floral  prints 
always  make  a  neat  appearance  and  give  a 
spring  atmosphere  in  wash  rayons  and 
cottons. 

Suits  are  soft,  leading  color — clear  gray, 
white  collar — and  for  a  breath  of  spring,  a 
large  bunch  of  violets  (real  or  artificial.) 
The  season's  coats  are  Chesterfields  (they're 
pratically  an  institution.)  They  come  in 
the  widest  range  of  clear  bright  colors — 
and  pastels  that  go  over  dark  dresses  or 
blend   with   other  pastels. 

Shoes  are  still  rationed,  of  course,  but 
for  that  precious  stamp  there  is  no  bet- 
ter choice  than  shiny  black  patent  leather 
(but  watch  it!  It  isn't  all  guaranteed.) 
Baby    doll    toes,    ankle    straps,    or    French 


cut  and  short  vamp — plus  bows  and  ros- 
ettes make  your  foot  look  even  smaller. 
For  more  varied  taste  (and  harder-to-fit 
feet)  there  are  sandals,  spectators,  walk- 
ing oxfords  or  loafers — in  soft  calf,  lizard, 
reptile,  and  a  very  few  white  buckskins. 
But  if  your  stamp  is  long  spent  and  for- 
gotten, there  are  adorable  canvas  barefoot 
sandals  with  synthetic  or  rope  soles. 

A  bit  of  good  news  for  you  girls  who 
have  been  pondering  over  the  idea  of  a 
diet  due  to  lack  of  materials  in  skirts! 
The  dressmakers  are  still  under  the  bounds 
of  the  OPA,  but  are  evidently  learning  how 
to  take  a  little  material  from  here  and  how 
to  put  it  there  (you've  seen  the  lower  neck- 
lines, shorter  sleeves,  tighter  bodices.)  Any- 
way we  have  some  short  gathered  skirts  to 
blow  in  the  spring  breeze  and  expert  tail- 
oring gives  us  generous  pleats  or  beauti- 
fully  gored    skirts. 

If  you  haven't  yet  seen  the  cute  little 
half-hats  with  those  flattering  nose  veils, 
then  you  have  a  treat  in  store  when  the 
Easter  bonnet  stage  strikes  you — 'course 
if  you  aren't  the  fluffy  type  there  are  lus- 
cious tarns  and  little  close  fitting  felts  in 
all  sizes  and  colors. 

With  a  weather  eye  for  the  future  and 
summer  (and  graduation)  we  peeked  at 
the  swim  suits  which  are  practically  all 
cottons  and  mostly  large  splashy  prints — 
and  in  the  two  piece  style,  of  course,  dress- 
maker style,  too — and  the  fascinating  wrap- 
around type  gives  us  a  feeling  of  south  sea 
islanders — who,  of  course,  are  only  waiting 
for  the  Yanks  to  land — back  in  the  U.S.A. 

Remember  February  14  is  the  lover's 
day — the  year,  1944,  is  leap  year — and  this 
season's  dresses  certainly  say,  "Will  you  be 
my  Valentine?" 

Harry  Baker's  Jive  Time 
Hard  on  Shoe  Leather 

Under  the  capable  leadership  of  Sgt. 
Harry  Baker,  the  Gulf  port  Field  Band  play- 
ed everything  from  rhumbas  to  reveille  in 
jive  time  here  at  Gulf  Park  on  the  even- 
ing of  Saturday,  January  22. 

During  the  gay  renditions,  the  G.  P.  C. 
girls  and  their  partners,  members  of  the 
421  Squadron  of  the  permanent  party  group, 
were  only  too  happy  to  wear  out  their 
valuable  shoe  leather  as  they  whirled 
through  clouds  of  music.  Occasionally 
couples  would  step  from  the  clouds  long 
enough  to  enjoy  themselves  still  more  while 
having  refreshments. 

This  evening  crowned  with  fun  and  en- 
joyment started  off  the  festivities  of  the 
months  to  come. 
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Recollections  of 
My  Happy   Childhood 


I  am  indebted  to  my  childhood  for  the 
joys  it  gave  to  me  and  the  vivid  memory 
I  still  have  of  those  days.  It  appears  to  me, 
that  every  incident  in  one's  childhood,  be- 
comes a  part  of  the  foundation  of  the 
years  to  come.  It  is  during  these  first  inno- 
cent years,  that  one  is  impressed  with  the 
ideals  and  the  enjoyments  of  life.  One 
should  be  grateful  for  a  happy  and  con- 
structive childhood,  as  the  benefits  gained 
will  always  be  in  one's  heart  and  mind. 

My  grandfather's  farm  was  the  place 
where  I  first  learned  to  notice  beauty.  In 
my  memory  are  a  thousand  stirring  impres- 
sions, which  I  can  attribute  to  those  full 
summer  days.  I  shall  never  forget  that 
rambling,  white,  clap-board  house  with  its 
red  chimneys  and  gray  roof.  On  rainy  days, 
the  house  inside  smelled  old  and  damp  of 
wood  and  cement. 

The  sound  of  the  fire,  popping  its  sparks 
against  the  heavy  grate,  never  failed  to 
draw  me  before  it.  I  could  sit  before  it, 
hour  after  hour,  staring  into  its  enchanting 
flames,  until  I  was  called  away,  flushed  and 
stinging  from  the  heat  of  its  flames. 

I  was  the  youngster  of  the  house- 
hold, therefore,  the  first  to  spring  from 
bed,  eager  to  feel  the  grass  beneath  my  feet. 
Once  out  into  the  cool,  damp  dawn,  I  watch- 
ed the  day  begin.  There  was  a  favorite 
place  of  mine,  up  on  a  little  hill,  which  was 
my  early  morning  throne.  Here,  I  went 
with  Kit,  the  wise  old  Shepherd  dog.  We 
could  sit  together  and  enjoy  the  chilly, 
damp  air,  as  it  was  warmed  by  the  sun, 
rising  over  the  glistening  tree  tops.  Then 
the  day  suddenly  became  alive  with  grown- 
ups and  a  lot  of  important  affairs  were 
taking  place;  of  which  I  never  understood 
or  can   ever  remember  being  interested. 

It  was  during  these  busy  days  that  I 
learned  about  nature  in  all  of  her  phases. 
There  was  scarcely  an  animal  without  a 
specially  chosen  name,  and  more  than  one 
of  our  family  suffered  a  little  humiliation 
from  the  species  of  his  or  her  namesake. 
Pigeons  were  my  favorite  pets,  and  either 
for  love  or  most  probably  for  want  of  spec- 
ial seeds,  they  followed  me  from  house  to 
barn.  They  even  acquired  the  habit  of 
roosting  on  our  porch  roof. 

The  berry  patch  was  the  place  where  I 
sampled    every    variety    of    delicious    fruit. 


My  bliss  was  interrupted  one  afternoon, 
when  a  large  white  roster  discovered  me 
in  his  feasting  hall.  He  promptly  made  a 
terrifying  fuss,  which  sent  me  scampering 
to  the  safety  of  our  hayloft.  It  wasn't  long 
before  Mr.  Cock  appeared,  highly  seasoned 
and  in  a  delicious  chicken  stew. 

If  my  brother  and  I  had  known  any- 
thing about  geology,  we  might  have  spent 
so  many  hours  digging  in  what  we  though 
to  be  Indian  burial  mounds.  We  knew  that 
this  land  had  once  been  Indian  territory, 
so  we  were  convinced  that  these  little 
mounds  could  produce  valuable  and  excit- 
ing remains.  It  took  a  great  deal  of  per- 
suasion to  convince  us  that  these  were 
merely  buffalo  wallows. 

Our  attention  was  soon  directed  towards 
tree  houses  and  mysterious  caves;  however, 
I  was  an  outcast  in  these  adventures.  No 
place  held  any  secrets  from  our  prying 
curiosity. 

In  later  years,  I  learned  from  my  moth- 
er, that  she  was  at  first  a  little  concerned 
over  our  early  exposure  to  the  facts  which 
bring  new  life  into  the  world.  Our  uncon- 
cern and  matter-of-course  attitude  in  learn- 
ing about  the  natural  things,  was  to  me 
an  invaluable  lesson. 

These  were  joyous  days,  when  mind  and 
body  learned  in  a  way  which  no  book  could 
ever  teach.  This  is  a  treasured  memory. 

— Joan  Thompson. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Otis  May  Mather. 

announce  the  marriage  of  their  daughter 

Mary  Otis 

to 

Lieutenant  Colonel  Malcolm  Hay 

Army  of  the  United  States 

on  Thursday,  December  the  sixteenth 

Nineteen  hundred  and  forty-three 

Ann  Arbor,  Michigan 


While  a  member  of  Gulf  Park  faculty 
a  few  years  ago,  Mrs.  Hay  was  co-sponsor 
of  Tammy. 
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"Being  a  Student"  as 
Interpreted  hq  Juniors 

FOUNDATION  OF  LIFE 

Every  student,  every  young  person,  now 
must  face  the  prospect  of  assuming  burdens 
of  responsibility  such  as  no  other  genera- 
tion has  known.  Just  as  our  boys,  friends 
and  brothers,  are  determining  the  strategy 
of  this  global  war  and  holding  the  battle 
lines,  so  will  the  knowledge  our  capacious 
minds  absorb  now  determine  the  extent  of 
chaos  in  the  post-war  world.  One  of  the 
smallest,  most  unselfish  contributions  we 
can  make  to  the  war  effort  is  to  grasp  the 
educational  opportunities  offered  to  us.  We 
who  are  fortunate  enough  to  continue  in 
college  have  even  a  greater  obligation  to 
our  country  and  to  those  who  are  sacrific- 
ing education,  even  life,  to  defend  us.  It 
remains  for  us  to  fortify  ourselves  with 
foresight  and  understanding  in  an  effort  to 
avoid  a  recurrence  of  the  present  world 
conditions. 

Not  long  ago,  it  was  not  considered  un- 
usual for  a  student  to  "gallop"  through  high 
school,  "prance"  through  college,  and  then 
slowly  rein  into  the  walk  of  life;  it  is  not 
so  now.  It  is  becoming  unnecessary  to  re- 
mind those  in  high  school  that  it  is  the 
"finest  time  of  their  lives"  and  they  should 
"make  the  most  of  it."  I,  as  many  others, 
realize  I  did  not  achieve  all  that  I  might 
have  from  high  school,  but  with  that  real- 
ization comes  the  determination  to  capture 
success  in  college,  taking  advantage  of  the 
opportunities  at  hand.  We  are  still  only 
able  to  cope  with  situations  inadequately, 
but  we  are  striving  for  sufficient  education 
to  face  these  responsibilities  with  more 
confidence. 

For  me,  the  education  I  am  receiving 
now  is  preparation  for  a  position  that  will 
be  beneficent  to  my  country,  whether  it  be 
directly  or  indirectly  related  to  the  war 
problem.  I  do  not  intend  to  give  my  "all," 
but  rather  work  to  the  capacity  with  which 
I  can  still  include  my  happiness  and  well- 
being.  To  do  otherwise  is  as  foolish  as  do- 
ing nothing  at  all,  for  we  must  assume 
somewhat,  a  state  of  normalcy  to  insure 
the  lives  and  happiness  of  those  who  will 
return  to  a  world  swept  with  untried  con- 
troversy. 

I  know  that  to  this  end  I  must  work 
hard,  and  work  now.  At  times  I  shall  for- 
get this  and  be  swept  along  in  a  tide  of 
superfluous  activities.  But  this  passage  from 
a  letter  I  received  serves  as  an  antidote: 

" — To  rid  the  world  of  this  complex, 
education    will    be    the    prime    factor,    for 


there  is  nothing  so  substantial  as  a  sound 
knowledge  of  the  arts  and  sciences.  The 
lack  of  education  after  the  war  won't  be  so 
ostensible  as  other  factors,  namely  infla- 
tion, but  the  others  are  merely  superficial 
things,  while  this  is  the  foundation  of  life 
and  posterity.  You,  who  are  educated  will 
be  one  of  those  who  will  be  able  to  cope 
adequately  with  the  ensuing  problems." 

This  realization  of  what  is  before  us, 
and  what  we  must  do  to  cope  w;th  it,  fans 
the  fire  of  my  determination  to  be  a  stu- 
dent, to  obtain  an  education. 

—Sheila   Duffy. 

FOR  YOUR  COUNTRY  AND  YOURSELF 

Education  is  the  basis  of  success.  One 
may  ask  the  real  meaning  of  success.  By 
Webster's  Collegiate  Dictionary  it  is  "re- 
sulting favorably  or  as  desired."  By  this 
definition  a  person  would  be  successful  if 
he  had  no  ambition,  no  ideals  or  goals,  or 
did  not  care  for  anything  so  long  as  that 
was  what  he  desired.  In  my  opinion  that  is 
not  success.  Real  success  is  contributing 
something  to  this  world  or  aiding  humanity. 
So,  when  I  speak  of  success  it  will  be 
synonymous  to  that  kind  I  just  mentioned. 

When  our  country  was  still  young,  many 
men  who  had  had  no  education  came  to  the 
front  as  leaders.  Abraham  Lincoln  is  an 
example  of  this.  What  he  knew  was  acquired 
from  his  own  experiences  and  from  read- 
ing books  in  his  humble  environment.  So 
many  people  say,  "If  Abe  Lincoln  did  it, 
we  can  do  it."  That  is  easily  said,  but  one 
must  realize  that  times  and  conditions  have 
completely  changed.  What  used  to  be  a 
simple,  primitive  government  is  now  very 
intricate  and  progressive.  It  used  to  be 
a  slow  moving  United  States  where  families 
and  towns  were  selfsufficient.  Then  the  ma- 
chine age,  corporations  and  trusts — all  these 
require  education  and  specialization  to  be 
managed.  So,  just  because  men  fifty  years 
ago  made  themselves  successful  without 
education,  let's  not  think  we  can  follow 
their  example. 

Being  a  student  today  is  even  more  im- 
portant than  it  was  a  few  years  ago.  The 
education  of  many  young  men  and  young 
women  serving  our  country  in  this  crisis 
has  been  curtailed  for  at  least  three  years. 
Those  students  were  studying  in  every 
field — science,  engineering,  medicine,  and 
the  fine  arts,  therefore  this  interruption 
stunned  their  progress.  Consequently,  we 
the  students  of  today,  being  so  fortunate 
to  have  such  an  opportunity,  should  double 
our  efforts  in  college,  so  that  we  may  hold 
up  the  ideals  for  which  the  United  Nations 
are  fighting. 

— Mary  Longenecker. 
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Volley  Ball  Scores 
Give  Coveted  Goat 
To  Junior  Champs 

At  10:30  Monday  morning,  January  24, 
the  girls  of  the  Junior  and  High  School 
classes  were  heading  toward  the  volley  ball 
field.  Although  it  was  early,  there  were  no 
"sleepy  heads,"  as  everyone  was  excited 
about  the  coming  game.  The  yells  from 
both  of  these  groups  were  heard  all  over 
the  campus.  When  the  final  whistle  blew, 
the  score  was  in  favor  of  the  Juniors,  who 
had  52  points.  Smith  was  the  latter's  high 
scorer  with  8  points;  and  Townley,  the 
Juniors,  with  15  points. 

The  next  game  was  between  the  Seniors 
and  the  High  School  to  determine  which 
team  would  play  the  Juniors  for  His  Maj- 
esty The  Goat.  After  a  hard  fought  game, 
the  Seniors  won  with  39  points,  while  the 
High  School  was  close  behind  with  34  points. 
The  high  scorers  were  Dunn  for  the  Sen- 
iors; Varnadow,  7,  for  the  High  School. 

The  final  game  was  played  January  27 
at  8th  period.  This  proved  to  be  the  most 
exciting  game  that  had  been  played  on  Gulf 
Park  campus  this  year.  Both  sides  were 
well  backed  by  their  classmates.  In  fact 
the  whole  school  seemed  to  turn  out.  The 
Junior  class  sponsor,  Miss  Reagor,  was 
cheering  for  her  side  as  well  as  the  Senior 
class  sponsor,  Miss  Evans.  This  game  was 
close  and  each  team  was  fighting  for  all 
it  was  worth. 

At  the  end  of  the  game,  the  score  was 
tied,  39  all.  A  five  minute  play-off  was  al- 
lowed. During  this  time  the  Juniors  gained 
12  points  to  be  victorious,  with  the  final 
score:  Juniors  51 — Seniors  42.  Wallis,  with 
12,  was  the  Junior  high  scorer;  and  Weill, 
with  11,  was  the  Senior  high  scorer.  His 
Majesty  the  Goat  was  presented  that  night 
to  the  captain  of  the  volley  ball  team  and 
the  Junior  class  president. 

The  Junior  team  was  as  follows :  Bolling- 
er (c),  Hillyard,  Wallis,  Wyatt,  Stough, 
Townley,  Payne,  Stuver,  Demange,  and 
Longenecker.  The  Senior  team  consisted  of 
Banks,  Fountain  (c),  Metz,  Campbell,  Dunn, 
Torrance,  Sawyer,  Weill,  Taylor,  Lindholm, 
and  Morency.  The  High  School  team  was 
Harwood,  (c),  Harrold,  Kemmer,  Gill,  Osuna, 
Mahery,  Ratcliffe,  Smith,  Walker,  and  Varn- 
adow. 


Juniors  Wield  Hockey 
Sticks  to  Win  5-1 


Once  again  the  different  classes  took 
up  arms  to  fight  for  the  goat,  and  this 
time  the  arms  were  hockey  sticks  and  shin 
guards. 

Monday,  January  31,  the  Junior  and 
High  School  teams  played  off  the  first 
game,  with  the  Juniors  defeating  the  High 
School  3  to  0.  The  following  Thursday  the 
High  School  and  Seniors  played  their  game 
which  ended  with  the  Seniors'  victory  by 
a  score  of  8  to  1. 

Then  came  the  big  game  on  Friday, 
with  the  Seniors  and  Juniors  pitting  their 
strength  against  each  other.  The  student 
body  stood  on  the  sidelines  to  give  their 
teams  courage  and  to  cheer  them  on  to 
victory,  while  the  respective  teams  waited 
out  on  the  field  for  the  whistle  that  would 
start  the  game. 

The  whistle  blew,  and  with  the  center 
bully  the  game  was  on.  Both  teams  played 
well,  and  they  seemed  evenly  matched;  but 
as  time  went  by,  the  Juniors  took  a  lead 
which  they  maintained  to  the  end.  When 
the  final  whistle  blew,  the  Juniors  had  won 
The  Goat  by  a  score  of  5  to  1,  and  that 
night  it  was  presented  to  them  in  the  cus- 
tomary manner  in  the  dining  room. 

YWCA  CONDUCTS  VESPERS 

Since  St.  Valentines  day  was  an  extra 
day  of  school,  there  was  no  chuch-going 
Sunday,  February  13.  Instead  the  Y.W.C.A. 
had  a  brief  Vesper  service.  This  service  was 
opened  with  a  hymn  "The  Church's  One 
Foundation."  The  123rd  Psalm  was  read 
by  Marilyn  Fountain.  Tom  Sawyer  then 
sang  the  beautiful  song  "Beyond  the  Skies." 
The  "Symphony  of  the  Church"  was  given 
by  Ann  Campbell.  This  talk  brought  into 
the  Vesper  service  a  certain  feeling  of  re- 
spect for  the  church  which  maybe  not  all 
of  us  had  realized  before. 

"Holy,  Holy,  Holy"  was  sung  by  the 
congregation,  then  Dorothy  Colquit  read 
the  closing  prayer. 
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Cute    Costumes    and 
Clever    Stunts    Win 
Kid    Party    Prizes 


Below:   First  Prize  Winners 

Jeanne  Forney   and   Patti   Estill 

Right:   Second   Prize   Winners 

Joan  Sayers  and  Barbara  Torrance 


Dancing,    Singing 
Candy    and    Cookies 
Thrill    Gleeful    Guests 


Below:  Third  Prize  Winners 

Irmazelle  Harris  and  Patsy  Wood 


.X 
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Annual  Kid  Party 
Was  Gay  Event 

Once  every  year  all  the  students  of  Gulf 
Park  let  their  hair  down  and  are  just  kids 
again.  January  15  was  the  date  for  the 
big  event  this  year,  and  it  really  started 
with  a  bang!  Every  type  of  child  was  rep- 
resented from  Herbert,  Mania's  boy,  to 
Butch,  the  roughneck,  and  from  Sally,  the 
precious  little  doll,  to  Pat,  the  "tomboy!" 

The  dining  room  was  filled  with  child- 
hood songs  and  laughter  drifted  through 
the  air.  The  "youngsters"  were  given  an- 
imal crackers  when  they  left,  and  every- 
one went  into  the  auditorium  for  some 
entertainment. 

The  High  School  presented  its  program 
first,  with  a  trio  who  sang;  two  jitterbugs, 
Patsy  Robinson  and  Harriet  Harwood;  and 
several  songs  by  Jane  Higgenbotham. 

Nine  little  girls  sang  "Playmates"  to 
their  boy  friends  from  the  Junior  Class. 
Jeanne  Forney  bashfully  gave  forth  with 
a  poem,  followed  by  a  baton  twirling  tap- 
dance  by  Veda  Merle  Freuler.  Martha  Town- 
eley  then  sang  several  songs. 

The  Seniors  gave  their  entertainment 
with  the  class  singing  "Lollipop."  Peggy 
Lillard  recited  a  short  verse,  and  then 
"Tom"  Sawyer  made  the  kiddies  jump  with 
glee  when  she  sang  several  songs. 

A  grand  march  was  next,  and  suckers 
were  given  to  everyone !  Boxes  of  candy 
were  given  as  prizes  to  the  couples  with 
the  most  original  and  cutest  costumes.  First 
place  went  to  Patty  Estill  and  Jeanne  For- 
ney; second  place  to  Barbara  Torrance  and 
Joan  Sayers;  and  third  place  to  Irmazelle 
Harris  and  Patsy  Wood. 

When  the  gala  evening  ended,  the  girls 
regretfully  put  away  their  play  things  un- 
til 1945. 

SONNET  FIVE-THIRTY 

Do  you  know  how  pretty  you  look  dressed  up  ? 
Your  soft  golden  hair  in  swirls  like  sun, 
Your  skin  pure  white  like  a  Dresden  Cup. 
When   you're   like   that  can't   you   have   as 

much  fun 
As  when  you  hair's  in  tangles — just  a  mess, 
And  smudges  on  your  cheek  as  black  as  mud  ? 
It  seems  you  like  it,  but  nevertheless, 
It'$  time  for  you  to  get  into  the  tub. 
Now,  don't  just  sit  there  as  you  do  and  look 
Into  the  broiling  green  foam  down  below. 
I  wish,  sometimes,  there'd  be  printed  a  book 
To  tell  you  it's  harder  to  be  so  slow. 
Come  on  ray  darling,  give  out  with  a  laugh. 
Be  a  good  little  girl  and  take  your  bath! 

— Lillian  O'Casek. 


Martha  Townleij's  Verse 
In  1944  Anthology 


Martha  Townley  of  Jacksonville,  Ala- 
bama, is  to  be  congratulated  upon  the  fact 
that  the  National  High  School  Poetry  As- 
sociation with  its  office  in  Los  Angeles, 
California,  has  accepted  for  inclusion  in  its 
1944  Anthology  her  poem  Winter  Silence 
which  she  submitted  for  consideration.  De- 
cember 5  was  the  closing  date  for  the  send- 
ing in  of  manuscripts. 

Every  year,  high  school  students  are  in- 
vited to  submit  verse  for  the  publication, 
and  each  student  may  send  as  many  poems 
as  he  or  she  wishes.  (Martha  sent  only 
one.)  Each  effort  must  be  written  on  a 
separate  sheet  and  must  bear  the  name  and 
the  home  address  of  the  author  and  the 
name  of  the  high  school  he  or  she  attend- 
ed. Futhermore,  the  author  must  sign  a 
statement  that  the  verse  submitted  is  his 
or  her  own  personal   effort. 

Martha  wrote  Winter  Silence  during  the 
school  year  1942-43  when  she  was  taking 
third  year  high  school  English  under  Miss 
Evans.  Contrary  to  the  prevailing  scheme 
according  to  which  amateur  poets  get  rep- 
resented in  anthologies,  there  are  no  charges 
or  fees  for  the  inclusion  of  verse  in  the 
National  High  School  Poetry  Anthology; 
the  recognition  afforded  one  by  the  publi- 
cation of  one's  verse  reflects  definite  credit 
upon  that  one;  and  so  Gulf  Park  is  happy 
to  congratulate  Martha.  We  give  here  a 
copy  of  the  poem. 


Winter  Silence 

Listen — the   woods   are   still 

And  silence  silvers  every  tree; 

Who  can  believe  the  springtime  dusk 
Will  hear  the  thrush's  melody: 


Look — -no  blossom  breathes 

Upon  the  air  of  a  shy  perfume ; 

Who  in  the  gray  of  twig  and  limb 
Can  see  the  fragrant  lilac  bloom? 

Yet   in   the   silence 

The  answer  to  all  doubting  lies — 
The  robins  sing  in  the  orchard  trees, 

The  lilacs  lift  a  gay  surprise. 

Who  can  answer  then 

That  faith  in  its  mysterious  ways 
Shall  bring  to  men  sweet  peace  and  song 

After  the  winter  of  these  days? 
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Junior   Prom   Was 
Valentine   Come -Alive 


The  junior  prom  was  a  gala  event  done 
up  right  in  a  Valentine.  The  one  hundred 
and  fifty  invitations  were  sent  to  the 
specially  invited  and  to  the  choice  stag 
line.  Men,  men,  and  more  men  were  pre- 
valent in  a  variety  of  carefully  groomed 
uniforms.  Every  nearby  field  was  represent- 
ed. Keesler,  Gulfport,  the  CB's,  and  our 
own  G.C.M.A.  And  the  Merchant  Marine 
Cadets,  from  the  Inn-by-the-Sea,  looked 
scrumptious  in  their  formal  blues  and 
white  gloves.  "Only  the  brave  deserve  the 
fair" — "the  fair"  being  the  juniors  of 
course.  And  every  girl  was  the  campus 
queen  as  she  came  forth  in  her  royal  re- 
galia. The  hall  was  beautifully  decorated 
(thanks  to  Forney  and  crew)  with  a  huge 
quilted  red  waire  taffeta  heart  artfully 
placed  center  stage.  Red  and  white  stream- 
ers were  draped  from  the  chandeliers,  and 
the  dainty  white  branches  with  red  hearts 
in  bloom  on  them  completed  the  festive 
background. 

Music  at  its  best  was  played  for  us  by 
Jimmy  Baker  and  his  solid  GI  senders.  We 
mobbed  the  bandstand  when  Mr.  Baker  an- 
nounced "One  O'clock  Jump"  and  "The 
Mole,"  with  a  special  boogie  arrangement 
by  the  talented  pianist,  Harry  Bowmay.  In 
on  the  rush  were  Peggy  Tyler,  looking  so 
sophisticated  in  black  velvet  and  pearls, 
with  that  handsome  Merchant  Marine,  and 
Vicky,  a  doll  in  white  lace  and  marquisette, 
with  personality  plus— Bill  Kollet,  G.C.M.A. 
Jody  Armacost  rustled  in  black  taffeta  and 
rhinestones,  a  trifle  late  from  a  dinner  date 
with  her  Pensacola  Navy  flier,  Bill  Wells. 
Long  gloves  and  full  formal  skirts  didn't 
bother  the  hep  cats,  but  even  a  jitterbug 
will  stop  when  intermission  is  announced. 
The  line  formed  to  the  right,  and  crowded 
in  again  for  more  of  Mrs.  Hall's  tasty  re- 
freshments— red  heart  cakes  and  ginger  ale 
and  sherbet  punch.  Yum,  yum!  Then  the 
lights  dimmed  and  the  crowd  rushed  to 
the  stage  as  Martha  Townley  stepped  out 
to  sing  "Sho  Sho  Baby"  and  "Candlelight 
and  Wine."  (You  looked  super  in  that  yel- 
low formal,  Martha.)  The  crowd  stepped 
back  this  time,  to  form  a  semicircle 
as  Veda  Merle  Freuler  tapped  into 
"Anchors  Away."  "Taps"  off  to  "U"— we 
loved  it.  Sir  Gay,  the  accomplished  pianist 
from  Keesler  (isn't  that  right,  Janie?) 
changed    the    mood    for    us    by    playing    a 


DANCE  fr LEAGUE 


Ten  -  Shun  !  ! 
Forward   March  !  ! 

The  sound  of  "March,  March !"  from  the 
members  of  Dance  League  does  not  mean 
that  the  league  has  gone  military.  The 
tenth  day  of  the  month  of  March  is  the 
date  set  for  a  full  evening's  entertainment 
to  be  put  on  by  the  league. 

Classes  in  Modern,  Ballet  and  Folk  danc- 
ing are  working  extra  hard  on  the  routines 
they  are  to  give  and  the  extra  work  is 
bringing  a  few  extra  blisters  to  tired  feet. 
Measurements  are  being  taken  and  the  mak- 
ing of  custumes  is  getting  underway. 

Several  girls  are  working  for  dance  cer- 
tificates and  can  be  seen  in  the  library 
delving  through  books  on  costuming,  light- 
ing, and  dance  production. 

The  next  meeting  of  the  League  will  be 
devoted  to  discussions  and  plans  for  the 
March  production.  The  Dance  League  is 
"putting  its  best  foot  forward."  The  mem- 
bers are  "in  step"  and  the  command  is 
"Forward  March!" 


classical  solo.  Then,  bringing  us  back  to 
the  lighter  tunes,  G.C.M.A.'s  dream  of  a 
swoon  crooner  sang  a  popular  romantic  bal- 
lad. Time  passed  quickly,  as  it  always  does 
when  you're  having  the  time  of  your  life, 
and  reluctantly  we  said  goodnight  after 
"The  Star  Spangled  Banner"  had  marked 
the  end  of  this  year's  junior  prom. 
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Thirty    states,    Washington,    D.    C, 
Mexico,    Venezuela    and    Trinidad    are 
represented  at  Gulf  Park  this  year  but 
the  snapshots  on  the  opposite  page  in- 
dicate that  the  Lone  Star  State  looms 
big  on  the  college  roster. 
I.     A  group  of  G.  P.  C.  Juniors  take  time  out 
to  pose  in  their  "Sunday  Best"  on  their 
way  to  "Little  Man's"  for  a  coke.  They 
are    Mary    Longenecker,    Kansas;    Joan 
Thompson,  Texas;   Mignon  Rachal,  Tex- 
as; Helen  Stegeman,  Michigan  and  Phyl- 
lis Castle,  Michigan. 
II.     Helen  Roberts,   Georgia  ;Betty   Lou   Sho- 
walter,  Oklahoma;  Ethel  Lee  Hill,  South 
Carolina;    and    Margaret    Wallis,    Texas 
wait  for  their  dates  on  the  front  campus. 

III.  Joan  Stuver,  Missouri;  Barbara  Steven- 
son, Missouri;  Alice  Kain,  Tennessee; 
Joan  Armacost,  Missouri;  Eleanor  Lang, 
Iowa;  Martha  Scott,  Indiana  and  Willa 
Davis,  Nebraska  desert  their  dates  to 
pose  for  the  camera  in  front  of  Hardy 
Hall. 

IV.  Mignon  Rachal,  Texas;  Joan  Thompson, 
Texas;  Shirley  Harrell,  Texas  and  Mary 
Longenecker,  Kansas  discuss  dates  and 
diets  between  classes  in  front  of  the  Ad 
Building. 

V.  Roommates  Martha  Scott,  Indiana  and 
Helen  (Butch)  Hillyard,  Missouri  smile 
sweetly  for  the  camera  on  their  way  to 
dinner. 
VI.  Margaret  Pondrom,  Texas;  Renata 
Strassman,  Texas  and  Carol  Morris, 
Tennessee  enjoy  their  picinc  lunch  by  the 
fountain  on  the  front  campus. 


Peanut  Week 


Peanut  Week  is  a  week  of  thoughtful- 
ness  for  the  people  around  us  at  Gulf  Park. 
It  consists  of  doing  small  favors  for  a  girl 
and  at  the  same  time  not  letting  her  know 
who  her  "shell"  is.  Every  girl  loves  to 
walk  into  her  room  and  find  her  bed  made 
and  the  room  neat.  At  release  when  a  snack 
is  so  welcome  many  girls  find  candy,  fruit, 
and  cookies,  and  a  sweet  note  from  her 
"Shell."  This  is  the  theme  of  Peanut  Week. 

Every  girl  has  a  peanut  to  do  favors 
for,  and  a  "shell"  to  take  care  of  her.  The 
names  are  drawn  from  a  big  box  of  peanuts 
and  each  girl  keeps  her  peanut  a  secret. 

The  week  ends  with  each  girl  reveal- 
ing her  identity  to  her  peanut.  Every  shell 
gives  a  last  present  to  her  peanut — some- 
thing nice  like  a  corsage  or  jewelry,  and 
everyone  is  left  with  that  inner  glow  be- 
cause of  doing  something  nice  for  someone. 
The  week  promotes  good  will  and  good  feel- 
ings among  the  girls.  It's  a  great  deal  of 
fun  and  is  anxiously  awaited  each  year. 


"Pride  and  Prejudice" 
Cast  Strikes  Snag 
In  Man  Shortage 

The  Jet  Maskers  are  working  on  the 
costume  play,  "Pride  and  Prejudice,"  which 
has  been  adapted  by  Jane  Kendall  from 
Jane  Austin's  novel.  This  play  has  had  a 
successful  run  at  both  New  York  and  Lon- 
don. 

The  play  is  the  story  of  a  very  frivolous 
middle-aged  woman  who  is  trying  to  get 
her  five  daughters  successfully  married  off, 
and  the  duel  between  one  of  the  daughters, 
Elizabeth  with  her  pride,  and  of  an  eligible 
young  man,  Darcy,  with  his  prejudice. 

The  cast  of  the  production  is  not  yet 
complete,  because  of  the  shortage  of  men. 
Several  men  from  nearby  fields  have  been 
tried  out,  but  about  the  time  a  "Darcy"  or 
a  "Mr.  Bennett"  has  been  chosen  and  the 
production  is  moving  forward,  one  of  them 
is  shipped  and  everything  comes  to  a  stand- 
still. This  is  just  one  of  the  inconveniences 
of  war  that  everyone  must  face,  so  we  smile 
and  say  "C'est  la  guerre." 

The  cast  of  women  has  been  announced, 
and  is  as  follows: 

Mrs.   Bennett — Ann   Craver. 

Jane,  her  gentle  daughter — Joan  Sayers. 

Elizabeth,  her  independent  daughter — Ann 
Campbell. 

Mary,  her  bookish  daughter — Joan  Stuver. 

Catherine,  her  fretful  daughter — Ethel  Lee 
Hill. 

Lydia,  her  flirtatious  daughter — Martha 
Townley. 

Miss  Bingley,  a  haughty  young  lady — Ad- 
rienne  McArdle. 

Lady  Catherine  de  Bourgh,  Darcy 's  over- 
bearing aunt — Margaret  Guthrie. 

Lady  Lucas,  a  neighbor — Carol  Morris. 

Charlotte,  her  plain  daughter — Eleanor 
Lang. 

Hill,  a  maid— Hazel  Fryer. 
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BIT  and   SPUR 


Gymkhana  Features 
Spirited  Contests 

Wednesday,  February  9  was  the  day  of 
the  annual  Gymkhana  contests.  Immediate- 
ly after  classes  the  girls  began  to  stream 
out  to  the  riding  ring,  where  the  contests 
took  place.  There  they  talked  to  the  con- 
testants and  wished  them  luck  in  the  var- 
ious races.  These  contestants  were  busily 
trying  to  get  in  last  minute  practicing. 

The  contests  are  as  follows: 

1.  Stick  and  Ball  Race — contestants — 
Meek,  Craver,  Gentry,  Lyons,  and  Cote. 
This  was  won  by  Meek,  1st;  Gentry,  2nd; 
and  Lyons,  3rd. 

2.  Rumble  Seat  Race  —  contestants  — 
Gentry  and  Glick,  Harris  and  Ryan,  Craver 
and  Meek,  and  Kain  and  Johns.  Craver  and 
Meek  won  this  race. 

3.  Musical  Chairs — contestants — Lind- 
holm,  Thompson,  Morency,  Ocasek,  Pon- 
drom,  Howry,  Fountain,  and  Amsler.  Lind- 
holm  was  1st,  Morency  2nd,  and  Lowry  3rd. 

4.  Walk  and  Lead  Race — contestants — 
Ketterman,  Wyatt,  Ferson,  Morris,  Nelson, 
Estill,  and  Miller.  Winners:  Estill  1st,  Fer- 
son 2nd,  and  Miller  3rd. 

5.  Pair  Class — contestants— Glick  and 
Gentry,  Ryan  and  Harris,  Banks  and  Foun- 
tain, Simpson  and  Entwistle,  and  Whisant 
and  Blocker.  The  winners:  Harris  and  Ryan 
1st,  Entwhistle  and  Simpson  2nd,  and  Glick 
and  Gentry  3rd. 

6.  Water  Race  —  contestants  —  Harris, 
Celeste,  Lowry,  Morency,  Ocasek,  Pondrom, 
and  Thompson.  Winners :  Lowry  1st,  Thomp- 
son 2nd,  and  Pondrom  3rd. 


After  Thoughts 
On  "Cramming" 

"Exams  are  over !  I  won't  have  to  crack 
a  book  until  the  end  of  the  quarter!"  How 
often  does  this  phrase  echo  through  the 
halls  of  Gulf  Park  following  exam  week! 
Girls  with  bloodshot  eyes  and  weary  step 
dot  the  campus— those  who  have  spent 
much  of  their  time  during  exams  "cram- 
ming" into  the  wee  hours  of  the  morning, 
trying  to  learn  in  a  few  hours,  knowledge 
that  should  have  been  absorbed  gradually 
throughout  the  quarter.  If  we  girls  were 
"Superwomen,"  it  might  be  all  right,  but 
being  just  normal  college  students,  both 
physical  and  mental  fatigue  results,  re- 
cuperation from  which  would  probably  take 
the  whole  next  quarter.  Occasionally  favor- 
able grades  can  be  obtained  by  such  des- 
perate, last  minute  attempts ;  but  such  is 
the  exception  and  not  the  rule. 

We  laugh  as  we  nail  on  our  bulletin 
boards  slogans  such  as,  "Don't  let  study- 
ing interfere  with  your  college  life"  and 
waste  our  study  hall  listening  to  the  radio 
and  having  bull  sessions.  We  hear  our  par- 
ents, teachers,  and  nationally  known  educa- 
tors stress  the  importance  of  the  educa- 
tion of  youth — "the  builders  of  tomorrow" 
— "the  wives  and  career  women  of  the 
future" — and  smirks  settle  on  our  faces  as 
we  assume  that  "I've  heard  that  song  be- 
fore" attitude. 

Of  course,  no  one  expects  us  to  glue  our 
noses  to  our  textbooks  from  dawn  to  sun- 
set, but  we  must  remember  that  "all  play 
and  no  work"  (except  that  mad  rush  during 
exam  week)  makes  Jane  a  "dumb  bunny!" 
Some  of  us  flatly  refuse  to  take  advantage 
of  the  opportunity  handed  to  us  on  a 
silver  platter.  We  don't  exert  ourselves  un- 
til we  just  have  to,  but  it  is  necessary  to 
remember  that  the  things  worth  having 
are  obtained  "the  hard  way,"  in  this  case 
meaning  earnest  endeavor,  day  by  day  and 
working  up  to  our  ability. 

Here's  to  more  open  books  for  the  com- 
ing quarter — and  less  physical  wrecks  at 
the  end  of  exam  week! 


7.  Plume  Stealing — contestants — Johns, 
Blocker,  Craver,  Lyons,  Whisnat,  Campbell, 
Meek  and  Banks.  Winners:  Craver  1st,  and 
Campbell  2nd. 

Gymkhana  is  noted  for  its  good  sports- 
manship. All  the  contestants  are  cheerful 
and  fair  in  these  races.  For  this  reason 
Gymkhana  is  one  of  the  favorite  activities 
at  Gulf  Park. 
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MINNIE     MINCHELL 


Maybe  you  haven't  noticed  (but  of 
course  you  have)  Martha  Martin  is  a  new 
woman  since  Christmas.  Will  power  is  a 
wonderful  thing,  Martin. 

"Oh  little  Joe!"  is  the  cry  of  dear  Linda 
Lou.  Can't  see  that  I  blame  her.  By  the 
way,  Ala.  Suite,  what  happened  to  that 
piggy  bank?  Bet  its  sides  burst  long  ago. 

Oh,  clear  rooms  in  Lloyd!  Now  I'll  guess 
Gill  and  Cundiff  will  win  the  cup  at  the 
end  of  the  year.  I  won't  say  what  kind  of 
cup. 

Wonder  if  D.  C.  will  ever  find  out  that 
he  was  married  secretly  the  other  night! 
Gill,  you  did  look  embarassed — what's  the 
matter,  baby?  Did  Mama  Curry  find  out? 

I.  Harris  and  "Chick"  must  have  some- 
thing in  common — can't  guess — maybe  its 
just  that  they  both  know  how  to  smoke. 

No  Gun — you  really  didn't  mean  to  shoot 
off  your  mouth.  Please  for  your  public's 
sake — take  it  back. 

V.  Lowry,  tell  me — -how  was  "IT"  the 
other  afternoon? 

Kathryn  A.,  now  is  that  REALLY 
"Buckle  Down's"  picture?  How  'bout  let- 
ting me  borrow  it.  Frankie's  chances  have 
almost  been  shattered. 

Prather  darling,  you  really  did  0.  K. 
and  getting  home  late  Xmas  too — Hum! 
Very  interesting — 

Rockets !  Rockets !  and  everywhere !  Ask 
dear  cute — Sybil.  On  second  thought — 
DON'T! 

Now  Belcher,  don't  get  mad  at  G.  C.  M. 
A.,  after  all  they're  BOYS! 

Marilyn  M. — is  Buddy  really  coming? 
May  we  WATCH— what  time  is  it? 

Miller  old  girl — what  did  the  Tri-So- 
rority  do  to  you?  Was  fun  tho— wasn't  it? 

One  week  the  Seniors  swoon  over  Frank 
Sinatra,  and  the  next  week  over  Tommy 
Dix!  From  one  extreme  to   another! 

Here's  thanks  to  Jerre  for  the  wonder- 
ful birthday  party  she  gave  the  girls. 

Jerk,  why  did  you  buy  a  railroad  home 
so  soon? 

Weill,   how's   that  bus   driver! 

Warning — never  sit  in  the  smoker  with- 
out watching  your  feet.  Nobody's  going  to 
steal  your  shoes,  but  Pidge,  Doris,  or  G.  L. 
might  give  you  a  hotfoot. 

Torchy,  (quote)  there  is,  isn't  there, 
Sue?    (unquote). 

Slow  down,  Katie,  I  didn't  quite  under- 
stand what  you  were  saying! 

Gena,  going  out  on  the  pier  isn't  good 
for  a  cold! 


My,  but  you're  getting  to  be  a  brute 
lately,  Lil! 

Hats  off  to  Mid,  the  superman  of  the 
Seniors. 

Muggy,  we  sure  think  your  Dad  is  cute ! 
Nola  and  Torchy  were  special  weekend 
guests — at  the   infirmary. 

How  about  this  Gulf  Coast  Mothers 
Club?  Robbing  the  cradle  girls ?— that's 
0.  K. ;  they're  cute. 

Have  you  heard  about  the  terrible  wreck 
Jane  Condon  wrote  Neal  about? — neither 
have  we. 

Congratulations  are  in  order  for  Dot 
Curry — have  you  all  seen  the  slick  pin  Con- 
rad gave  her? 

How  about  Sal  Payne — shall  we  con- 
gratulate Chuck  or  the  Merchant  Marine? 
Gracie  and  Vicky  may  now  be  considered 
the  most  immodest  girls  in  school. 

If  all  Gin  Lindholm's  strength  is  true 
wonder  how  she  handles  that  wrestler  of 
hers! 

A  marvelous  sight  to  see — tiny  Fryer 
tackeling  a  Northwestern  All  Star — better 
than  five  football  games! 

"Dolly  Dimples"  Scott  was  sure  up  in 
the  air  about  something  one  night — kind 
of  liked  Tom,  wonder  what  Paul  would  say  ? 

Janie  Moe,  we  hear  you  have  a  new 
ambition  as  of  the  day  you  found  you 
made  an  A  in  dancing.  Well,  good  luck  with 
this  shoe  rationing  problem. 

Sayers  and  Aley  Ann  seem  to  have  be- 
come^ members  of  "The  Youngest  Profes- 
sion." They  have  two  autographs  to  their 
credit  already. 

Ann  Lampton,  Ann  Lampton,  Oh,  where 
hast  thy  glamour  gone?  Lovely  locks  lost 
and  still  sailors  wait  hours  in  the  recep- 
tion room  for  you!  My,  My! 

Templeton— put  on  your  gloves,  gal. 
That  little  trinket  on  your  third  finger 
left  hand  blinds   us. 

Minnie  can't  resist  this  one  about  Mama 
T.  but  don't  tell  we  told  you  about  the 
night  Mrs.  Brasher  caught  her  hiding  in 
the  closet  of  Room  6.  Mama  T. — creating 
a  disturbance  during  study! 

Rosie,  we  like  your  little  Merchant  Ma- 
rine. He  is  sooo  handsome  and  besides  your 
names  sound  so  cute  together— Rosie  and 
Ray. 

Jerre,  Dot,  and  Tom  certainly  did  buy 
themselves  some  sophisticated  clothes  in 
N.  0.  Come,  come,  girls,  where  are  your 
button  shoes? 
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Corkie  and  Peg  Lilliard  are  trying  to 
work  out  a  way  that  they  can  answer  the 
phone  at  night  without  getting  out  of  bed. 
Anybody  have  an  extension  cord? 

Joy,  we  must  say  you're  the  popular 
kid.  Talking  to  two  different  men  on  two 
different  phones  at  the  same  time.  Nice 
life  if  you  don't  weaken  and  we  don't  think 
you  will. 

Does  anybody  know  where  Doris  Culp 
can  borrow  $4.20  to  pay  for  a  chicken 
sandwich  ? 


(Continued  from  page  13) 

BOB   DAVIES   REPORTING 

wrote  a  paper  for  the  Oxford  pamphlet 
series  and,  very  thoughtfully  presented  me 
with  an  autographed  copy.  Among  the  many 
others  "Drs"  I  met  was  the  head  of  the 
Zoology  department,  a  jovial  westernized 
Indian  well  known  for  his  studies  of  the 
earthworm.  I  introduced  him  at  a  tea  party 
yesterday  as  "The  man  who  is  perfecting 
a  better  bait  for  bass"  and  he  got  a  big 
kick  out  of  it.  The  head  of  the  Chemistry 
department  studied  at  Oxford,  Harvard, 
Yale  and  some  assorted  schools  in  Germany. 
I  tried  to  keep  the  conversation  away  from 
chemistry  so  as  not  to  display  my  lack  of 
.  .  .  well,  just  my  lack.  They  were  all  very 
courteous,  probably  understanding  that  I've 
been  involved  in  more  serious  matters  late- 
ly. They  were  not  just  educated  men  but 
really  learned  men.  They  were  rather  skepti- 
cal of  us  at  first  although  not  obviously  so. 
They  just  could  not  understand  two  Amer- 
icans being  interested  in  Indian  education. 
When  they  found  that  we  were  genuinely 
interested  in  the  place  and  didn't  just  go 
through  curiosity,  our  following  grew. 
Every  department  we  stopped  in  brought 
one  or  two  additions  to  our  group  all  anxious 
to  point  out  various  things  of  interest. 
Toward  the  end,  our  party  looked  to  be 
about  the  size  of  a  Cook's  tour.  Yesterday, 
at  a  tea  party  given  by  our  U.  S.  friend 
for  us,  we  met  several  Indian  notables.  One 
was  the  number  one  labor  man  in  India, 
Mr.  Ahmad  Shah.  Another  was  the  sister 
of  J.  Nehru,  the  old  man  being  unable  to 
attend  because  the  British  have  had  him 
behind  bars  for  the  past  year.  Also  pre- 
sent was  Dr.  Lorenzo  and  Dr.  Bahl,  the 
earthworm    man.    As    if   all    this    was    not 


enough,  we  are  to  be  given  a  party  by 
Mrs.  Ahmad  Shah  in  a  couple  of  days  and 
so  society  life  goes. 

Later 

The  past  leave  I  was  on  was  entertain- 
ing for  the  first  few  days  but  the  lack  of 
something  to  do  sort  of  wore  on  me  after 
that.  The  day  before  I  left  I  went  to  a  tea 
party  given  by  Mrs.  Ahmad  Shah  whom 
I've  spoken  of  before.  She  and  her  husband, 
the  labor  leader,  live  in  a  very  nice  house 
on  the  outskirts  of  town.  Garden,  badminton 
court,  etc.  The  party  was  a  dead  sort  of 
affair  with  everyone  sitting  around  drink- 
ing tea  and  making  small  talk.  At  the 
parties  over  here  everyone  speaks  in  a 
subdued  voice  and  poise  drips  from  all 
corners.  How  I  would  enjoy  a  good  poker 
game  such  as  we  used  to  have.  I  went  to 
several  of  these  tea  harvests  on  leave  and 
during  the  first  few  found  that  I  was  do- 
ing most  of  the  conversing.  At  this  party 
I  decided  to  let  someone  else  carry  the 
burden  while  I  sat  and  looked  bored.  No 
one  did,  so  we  just  sat  and  sat  and  sat 
and  drank  tea.  I  took  a  fiendish  delight 
in  watching  the  people  wiggle  around  try- 
ing to  think  of  something  to  say.  Despite 
their  vaunted  education  these  Indians  don't 
show   any   conversational   ability. 

We  were  going  to  have  a  Christmas  tree 
for  our  club  but  local  people  tell  us  that 
there  isn't  an  evergreen  tree  within  150 
miles  of  us.  So  much  for  Christmas  in 
India. 


REQUIREMENTS  FOR  A  VALENTINE 
SONNET 

I'm  not  the  kind  of  girl  who  always  wants 
A  wealthy  playboy  for  my  Valentine; 
Who  takes  me  places  high  society  haunts, 
Or  gives  me  diamond  rings  and  fur  coats 

fine. 
I  don't  require  a  penthouse  built  so  high 
Above  the  busy  streets  of  old  Broadway; 
For  such  a  dwelling  place  I  never  sigh, 
I'd  rather  live  much  lower  any  day. 
I  don't  require  a  slinky  limousine 
To  ride  around  the  town  in  highest  style 
Your  car  doesn't  need  to   have   a  glowing 

sheen 
Such  cars  as  that  grow  old  after  a  while 
But  if  you  really  tried  so  very  hard, 
Couldn't  you  somehow  manage  a  "C"  card? 

— Virginia  Kirk. 
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MILDRED  MARKWARDT,  '35,  who  is  Mrs. 

Jack  L.  Stenbach  is  living  in  South  America. 
Her  address  is  %  Pan  American  Grace  Air- 
ways, Limatambo,   Lima,   Peru. 

BETTY  and  PEGGY  WOOLFOLK  (1940-43) 

of  Tunica,  Mississippi,  also  FRANCES 
WICKLIFFE  (1941-43)  of  Henderson,  Ken- 
tucky are  attending  Randolph-Macon  Col- 
lege. Betty  is  engaged  to  Pvt.  Scott  A. 
Arnold,  Jr.,  of  the  U.  S.  Marine  Corps,  and 
Peggy  is  engaged  to  Sgt.  George  C.  Darby, 
Jr.,  of  the  U.  S.  Army.  Betty,  Peggy,  and 
Wickie  plan  to  come  down  for  Commence- 
ment. 

LOUISE  MAJOR,  '41,  is  a  court  reporter 
for  the  San  Antonio  (Texas)  Light.  When 
the  Hollywood  Cavalcade  visited  San  An- 
tonio in  the  fall  Louise  was  assigned  an 
interview  with  Mickey  Rooney  and  rode 
with  him  in  a  jeep  in  the  parade.  Louise's 
address  is  26  Ledge  Lane,  San  Antonio, 
Texas. 

MAURINE  BARNES,  '41,  was  graduated 
in  October  from  the  University  of  Col- 
orado, and  is  now  at  home  with  her  par- 
ents. 

On  July  21,  MURIEL  BARKER,  42,  be- 
came a  WAVE  in  the  United  States  Navy. 
After  training  in  Hunter  College,  New 
York,  she  was  selected  for  service  as  a 
Control  Tower  Operator,  one  of  eighteen 
out  of  three  thousand.  She  then  attended 
the  Tower  School  in  Atlanta,  Ga.,  after 
which  she  was  assigned  to  Control  Tower 
duty  at  a  new  airport  in  Ottumwa,  Iowa. 
Now  she  is  wrestling  with  radio  frequen- 
cies, civil  airways,  instrument  approaches, 
wind  velocity,  C.A.A.,  and  A.T.C. 

From  Darryl  Wilson,  '43  who  is  now  in 
Murray  State  College  in  Murray,  Kentucky 
comes  this  word:  "Never  a  day  passes  that 
I  don't  think  about  Tf  I  were  at  G.P.C.  to- 
day. .  .  .'  You  never  really  know  how  to  ap- 
preciate Gulf  Park  until  you  have  to  leave. 
...  I'd  give  just  anything  to  be  there.  I 
simply  memorize  'Tammy'  it  brings  back  so 
many  memories." 


MARRIAGES 

SARAH  TAGGART,  '41,  of  Cody,  Wyoming, 
to  Mr.  Bruce  Morton  Brower,  January  6. 

ENGAGEMENTS 

LOIS  BARTHELS  (1942-43)  of  Webster 
Groves,  Missouri,  to  Lieut.  Eugene  Wallace 
Punshon,  Jr. 

DEATHS 

It  is  with  deep  regret  that  we  learn  of  the 
death  of  HELEN  CLARK  (1926-28)  of 
Danville,  Illinois,  in  September,  1940. 

EXCERPTS   FROM   LETTERS   OF  ALUMNAE 

I  always  appreciate  and  enjoy  your  love- 
ly Christmas  greeting,  but  it  was  unusual- 
ly welcome  this  year.  My  husband,  a  Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel in  the  Air  Corps,  is  on  duty 
in  the  South  Pacific.  We  have  two  children, 
a  boy  9  and  a  girl  5.  We  are  here  in 
Arkansas  for  the  duration.  I  am  so  very 
near  Memphis  now  that  I  hope  to  be  able 
to  attend  the  annual  meeting  there  this 
year.  I  would  love  to  hear  all  about  you 
both  and  the  school.  I  have  some  very  nice 
memories  of  Gulf  Park. 

Dot  Shofner  Garber   (1921-22) 

Jonesboro,   Arkansas 

I  think  of  you  so  often  and  about  the 
wonderful  year  I  had  at  Gulf  Park.  The 
Tammy  Howl  came  several  weeks  ago  and 
I  am  always  so  glad  to  get  it  and  read  all 
the  news  of  Gulf  Park.  May  I  thank  you 
again  for  sending  it  to  me.  Best  wishes! 
Mary  B.  Thomas,  '23 
Alexander  City,  Alabama 

I  am  ever  mindful  of  happy  days  at 
Gulf  Park  and  the  sweet  and  gracious 
"Mama  Cox."  I  wrote  you  of  my  father's 
passing  and  of  my  three  precious  children, 
the  oldest  fourteen  years  old.  Wish  Gulf 
Park  were  not  so  far  away. 

Virginia  Stacy  Berger  (1922-24) 
Lewisburg,  West  Virginia 

I  am  ashamed  I  have  let  such  a  long 
time  go  by  without  writing  you.  It  surely 
hasn't  been  that  I  haven't  thought  of  you ! 
If  you  only  knew  how  often  my  thoughts. 
go  to  Gulf  Park  and  you  two.  I  am  very 
busy  this  year.  I  have  classes  in  Elmhurst, 
Glen  Ellyn  and  River  Forest,  three  suburbs 
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of  Chicago,  as  well  as  a  full  schedule  at 
my  Oak  Park  studio,  so  I  have  very  few 
idle  moments.  I  have  about  five  hundred 
pupils  this  year,  all  of  whom  I  teach  my- 
self. I  do  so  enjoy  Tammy  Howl,  it  brings 
back  such  happy  memories!  If  I  could  only 
be  sixteen  once  more.  Please  remember  me 
to  everyone. 

Charlene  Rose,  '26 

Oak  Park,  Illinois 

We  returned  to  the  mainland  last  May 
so  this  year  Davey,  my  son,  will  have  a 
real  Christmas  with  all  his  relatives  to- 
gether for  the  first  time.  He  is  a  big  boy 
for  two  years.  My  husband  is  very  busy 
with  the  Aircraft  War  Production  Board. 
We  are  all  well  and  hope  this  finds  you  in 
the  best  of  health. 

Carroll  Wiggs  (1926-27) 
Mrs.  Paul  Munger 
Los   Angeles,   California 

I  am  living  in  Coronado,  California, 
the  Navy  Town,  where  I  am  teaching  Eng- 
lish in  the  high  school.  It  seems  I  have  be- 
come the  proverbial  rolling  stone — ever  in 
search  of  the  ideal  climate  for  my  mother's 
health.  This,  we  have  found,  is  not  it;  so 
in  June  we  shall  be  on  our  way  again  some- 
where. 

Helen   Marr  Wadlow,   '26 
Coronado,  California 

How  are  you  and  what  is  happening  to 
Gulf  Park?  Frank  has  left  for  an  overseas 
station  so  little  Mac  and  I  are  back  home 
for  the  duration.  I  sold  my  home  and  we 
are  living  very  happily  with  mother  and 
daddy.  I'd  love  to  see  you  both.  Best  health 
and  happiness! 

Martha  McKee   (1926-27) 

Mrs.  Frank  Gentsch 

Cleveland,   Ohio 

You  have  no  idea  what  the  Tammy  Howl 

means  to  me  with  each  publication  for  it 
is  so  interesting  reading  the  alumnae  news. 
The  only  regret  is  how  old  it  makes  me 
feel  especially  seeing  the  recent  fine  pic- 
ture of  Bobby  Davies,  who  was  four  years 
old  when  I  was  at  Gulf  Park,  and  how  he 
did  love  to  tease  the  girls !  My  daughter, 
Judy,  who  is  now  four  is  starting  dancing 
lessons  with  Clarion  Pattison  Batchelor,  so 
she  is  one  step  toward  Gulf  Park  one  might 
say  so  long  as  Clarion  taught  there.  Just  to 
date  myself  I  remember  how  "Mama"  Cox 
watched  for  high  heels  and  lipstick  at 
chapel  time  each  morning.  I  see  Peg  Miles, 
Virginia  and  Harriet  Miller  quite  often.  Saw 
Ibb   Kraft  and  her  two  sons  and  Barbara 


Berry  one  day  last  summer  at  our  farm. 
When  we  were  in  Chicago  Thanksgiving  I 
talked  with  May  Richter  on  the  phone.  GPC 
friendships  are  the  everlasting  ones,  be- 
lieve me,  for  you  always  pick  up  where 
you  left  off  no  matter  how  many  months 
or  years  intervene  before  seeing  each  other. 
Ginny  Miller  McFadden,  200  Callender  Ave., 
Peoria,  Illinois,  would  like  to  receive  the 
Tammy  Howl. 

Janet  Dunbar,  '27 

Mrs.  Castle 

Peoria,  Illinois 

Simply  must  consider  you  as  "fond 
grandparents"  who  love  to  watch  their 
grandchildren  grow.  Well,  they  really  do 
grow  and  too  fast  to  suit  me.  We  naturally 
don't  expect  our  usual  merry  Christmas, 
but  it  would  not  seem  right  at  all  if  we 
could  not  send  you  our  very  best  wishes. 

Elizabeth   Hardison,   '27 

Mrs.  Moss 

Lewisburg,  Tennessee 

I  am  living  in  Los  Angeles  now,  very 
near  Lucile  Fesler  Merser  whom  I  still  con- 
sider my  best  friend  and  for  whom  I'm  ex- 
tremely grateful  to  Gulf  Park.  I  am  work- 
ing in  the  office  of  a  large  Los  Angeles 
hospital  and  enjoy  it  thoroughly  and  feel 
that  I  am  doing  my  best  toward  the  war 
effort. 

Anna  Louise  Mills,  '27 

Los  Angeles,   California 

Think  of  you  so  often  and  plan  to  write 
you  but  between  keeping  Dan's  books,  run- 
ning a  house  and  doing  war  work  and  Junior 
League  work,  well  I  don't  have  much  time 
to  call  my  own!  I  do  enjoy  and  appreciate 
the  Tammy  Howl  so  very  much  and  would 
like  you  to  change  my  address  for  it  to  850 
Avon  Dale.  Best  of  wishes  to  you  always. 

Lillian  Simpson,  '28 

Mrs.  Dan  Bottrell 

850  Avon  Dale 

Jackson,  Mississippi 

I  can  never  resist  the  temptation  to 
use  this  space  on  my  Christmas  card  to 
say  "Hello."  The  Tammy  Howl  always  gives 
me  such  a  feeling  of  having  had  a  visit 
with  Gulf  Park  that  I  feel  I  am  still  a  part 
of  the  school.  Gulf  Park  and  the  friends  I 
made  there  have  meant  an  awful  lot  to 
me.  Gilbert  is  still  a  "land  sailor"  which 
pleases  me — maybe  I'm  not  patriotic.  Best 
wishes  to  you  both  and  to  everyone  at 
Gulf  Park.  * 

Martha  Stinson,  '28 

Mrs.  Gilbert  Kinney, 

Annapolis,   Maryland 
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So  often  throughout  the  year  I  think 
of  you  both  and  wonder  how  you  folks  are. 
How  I  would  love  to  get  down  to  Gulf  Park 
again  and  have  a  visit  with  you  and  rem- 
inisce among  the  buildings  and  grounds  of 
the  school.  Truly,  those  two  years  I  had 
at  Gulf  Park  were  two  of  my  happiest !  I 
certainly  look  forward  with  enthusiasm  to 
each  issue  of  Tammy  Howl.  In  this  last 
issue  I  was  especially  interested  in  the 
article  about  Bobbie  Davies  and  Mama  T's 
grandson.  It  is  when  I  read  things  like 
these  that  I  realize  how  much  older  I  am. 
Received  a  Christmas  card  from  Helen 
Young  Knox  and  they  are  still  at  Camp 
Stoneman  in  Pittsburg,  California.  Jean 
MacGregor  Vinke  and  her  husband,  Nico, 
have  been  living  in  Montreal  for  the  past 
several  years,  but  expect  to  move  to  San 
Francisco  any  day  now  where  Nico  is  go- 
ing into  a  shipping  firm.  I  am  still  work- 
ing for  the  General  American  Transporta- 
tion Corporation.  We  transport  food  and 
supplies  to  the  various  camps  and  bases, 
then  also  to  the  three  coasts  where  they 
are  shipped  abroad.  Mother  and  I  had  a 
grand  sixteen  days'  trip  to  Mexico  last  May. 
How  are  Miss  Evans,  Miss  Smith,  and 
Mama  T?  Please  give  them  my  best  re- 
gards. Health  and  happiness  to  you  two! 

Virginia  Jackson,  '28 

%  General  American  Transportation 

Field  Building,  36th  Floor 

Chicago,   Illinois 


I  have  been  wanting  to  write  you  for 
a  long  time  to  tell  you  how  much  I  ap- 
preciate Tammy  Howl  and  how  I  do  enjoy 
it.  We  have  been  living  in  Washington 
over  three  years  now,  and  just  love  it! 
My  little  girl,  Irene,  is  seven  years  old  and 
thinks  herself  a  real  WAC.  She  has  two 
WAC  suits  and  fairly  lives  in  them.  She 
believes  herself  an  officer  equal  in  rank  to 
her  father  and  is  quite  vexed  when  a  soldier 
of  lesser  rank  does  not  salute  her  in  pass- 
ing, and  on  the  other  hand  she  very  serious- 
ly salutes  all  senior  officers. 

Irene    Karst,    '30 

Mrs.  Ernst 


Surely  would  love  to  come  to  Gulf  Park 
and  see  all  of  you.  Jean  Warner  gave  me  a 
Tammy  Howl  last  week  and  I  had  a  grand 
time  reading  every  word  of  it.  We  have  two 
fine  boys  now — one  four  and  one  a  year 
and  a  half.  Remember  me  to  Miss  Ramsay 
and  everyone  else  I  know  there. 

Irene  Locke   (1929-32) 

Mrs.  Mayfield 

Waco,  Texas 


I  have  just  received  the  Christmas  card 
and  it  is  the  loveliest  one  that  I  have  ever 
received.  It  will  surely  be  treasured  through 
the  years  to  come.  Even  though  we  live  so 
close  to  Gulfport  I  rarely  ever  have  the 
opportunity  to  get  over  that  way  as  I  have 
my  hands  full  with  forty  young  piano  stu- 
dents. I  have  been  teaching  for  the  last 
few  years,  and  it  is  my  ambition  to  send 
all  of  them  to  Gulf  Park  to  have  Mr.  Davies 
"polish  them  off  for  me  and  make  real 
musicians  out  of  them.  Ellis,  my  husband 
is  in  the  Navy  and  Will,  my  son,  and  I 
will  stay  in  Biloxi  and  keep  the  home  fires 
burning. 

Lauraine  Barbour,  '29 

Mrs.  Ellis  Power, 

Biloxi,  Mississippi 


Do  hope  you  are  both  well  and  that 
you  have  a  full  school  this  year.  If  there 
should  be  any  old  Gulf  Park  girls  here  in 
Wilmington,  would  you  let  me  know  who 
they  are  if  they  aren't  too  young  for  me — 
Ha!  I  do  love  you  and  think  of  you  often — 
showed  pictures  last  night  made  on  our  trip 
by  school. 

Sally  Fulcher,  '30 

Mrs.  Lewis, 

Wilmington,  Delaware 

I  hate  to  end  the  old  year  or  begin  the 
new  with  an  apology,  but  I  do  feel  one  is 
in  order  for  I  did  intend  and  even  inquired 
of  my  husband  (a  high  school  journalism 
and  English  teacher)  and  teacher  friends 
to  send  you  names  of  prospects  last  spring. 
However,  there  just  didn't  seem  to  be  any 
they  knew  at  the  time.  I  will  keep  an  open 
eye  for  the  future.  I  do  enjoy  the  Tammy 
Howl  so  much  and  wish  I  had  a  daughter, 
so  I  could  enjoy  all  over  again  the  delight- 
ful times  at  GPC.  My  two  years  there  gave 
me  so  many  wonderful  memories!  My  two 
boys  plus  Daddy  and  a  large  garden  and 
canning  have  certainly  filled  my  time.  Al- 
ways good  wishes. 

Emma  Krause,  '30 

Mrs.  Williams 

Traverse   City,   Michigan 


Everyone's  life  this  year  seems  to  follow 
more  the  pattern  of  Alice  through  the  Rab- 
bit Hole.  Our  lives  these  past  three  years 
have  been  outstanding  for  the  number  of 
residences  and  geographical  moves.  The 
general  order  of  things  up  here  is  very 
much  like  home,  although  those  who  have 
been  back  in  the  States  recently  say  that 
the  high  prices  and  orgy  of  spending  is 
most  bewildering.  Prices  are  having  ceilings 
up  here  and  they  are  not  raised  to  meet 
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these  ceilings.  Also  ceiling  prices  are  effec- 
tive from  the  origin  of  the  item  straight 
to  the  consumer,  so  consequently  as  an  ex- 
ample, a  dollar  is  an  exceptionally  high 
price  for  a  delicious  steak  dinner  starting 
with  soup  or  a  cocktail.  Sears,  my  husband, 
is  assistant  to  the  chief  auditor  for  the 
N.  W.  Division  of  the  U.  S.  Army  Engineer- 
ing Corps.  After  the  holidays  he  will  be 
making  an  inspection  trip  beyond  the  Arctic 
Circle  to  be  accomplished  via  plane  and  dog 
team.  I  have  met  so  many  people  who  know 
of  Gulf  Park —  friends  have  gone  there,  or 
they  live  in  Mississippi,  Louisiana,  or  some 
Southern  place.  A  girl  from  Hattiesburg, 
whom  I  met  in  an  antique  shop  recently, 
and  I  worked  up  a  beautiful  case  of 
nostalgia  reminiscing  in  the  midst  of  dusty 
china,  old  silver  and  broken  furniture. 
Florence  Hilgermann  (1930-31) 
Mrs.  Sears  Brace 
Edmonton,  Alberta,  Canada 

We  are  now  staying  in  Oklahoma  City 
while  my  husband,  Lt.  Colonel  Lewis,  has 
been  stationed  at  various  sub-depots  in  this 
area.  As  Oklahoma  City  is  his  headquarters 
we  see  him  occasionally.  I  have  three  daugh- 
ters for  Gulf  Park  one  day — Mary  Beth,  9, 
Joanne,   2,   and   Patricia,  6   months. 
Susan  Bess  Kemp,  '31 
Mrs.  L.  L.  Lewis 
Oklahoma  City,  Oklahoma 

Christmas  is  really  the  best  time  of 
the  year.  You  can  renew  old  friendships 
you  would  have  liked  to  do  all  year,  and  you 
are  very,  very  dear  friends  whom  I  think  of 
often.  "Cris"  my  nine  year  old  gets  out  the 
Sea  Gull  and  studies  it  for  hours  and  counts 
the  days  until  she  can  be  a  Gulf  Park  girl. 
We  have  two  very  handsome  young  men, 
Wiley,  who  is  four,  and  Edward  Campbell, 
17  months.  Wish  you  folks  would  wander 
up  this  way. 

Christine   Campbell,   '31 

Mrs.  McCoy 

Bristol,  Tennessee 

The  Tammy  Howl  was  waiting  for  me 
after  a  shopping  tour  to  Tulsa — what  rest- 
ful reading  after  such  a  day.  My  thanks 
can't  express  how  much  I  enjoy  it.  To  hear 
from  the  older  students  and  their  activi- 
ties helps  such  a  lot.  Then  the  new  activi- 
ties of  the  present  students  makes  that 
longing  to  be  back  at  Gulf  Park  all  the 
greater.  My  son,  Tommy,  is  living  with 
me  for  the  first  time  in  several  years.  Be- 
cause of  over  crowded  conditions  the  Cath- 
olic school,  where  he  boarded,  could  not 
take  little  boys.  My  work,  nursing,  is  most 
popular  any  place  at  the  present  time,  often 


too  much  of  a  demand  when  I  am  only  one. 
Thanking  you  again  for  the  Tammy  Howl 
and  all  the  kindness  given  me, 
Yukola  Carmon,  '32 

Mrs.  Yukola  Carmon  Randolph 
Bristow,    Oklahoma 

Remember  me!  Have  been  following  my 
husband  all  over  the  country  while  he  trains 
in  Uncle  Sam's  service.  When  he  goes  over- 
seas I'll  go  back  home  and  settle  down.  We 
are  in  Idaho  for  a  while.  Have  been  here 
since  August.  Hoping  these  upsetting  times 
have  left  dear  old  Gulf  Park  By-the-Sea 
unchanged  when  this  whole  horrible  war  is 
over,  I  am 

Evelyn  Walters,  '33 

Mrs.  McClelland 

5301  Western  Ave. 

Omaha,  Nebraska 

I  think  of  you  two  so  often.  I  hope  to 
bring  my  husband  and  our  adopted  daughter 
to  see  you  in  the  not  too  distant  future. 
Jean  Sue  is  a  beautiful  baby  with  loads 
of  personality,  we  think.  We  have  had  her 
since  birth  and  when  I  say  we  are  proud 
of  her,  that  is  putting  it  very  mildly.  She 
was  born  August  17,  1943.  The  best  of 
everything  to  you  both. 

Lorraine  Woods,  '33 

Mrs.  Able 

Greetings !  We  are  stationed  here  at  Fort 
Benning — my  huband  is  an  instructor  at 
the  Infantry  School.  Would  love  to  see  you. 

Georgia  Baltzell,  '33 

Mrs.  E.  P.  Lasche 

Fort  Benning,  Georgia 

Am  stationed  here  in  Laredo  at  L.A.A.F. 
doing  Red  Cross  work.  Am  enjoying  my 
work  very  much.  I  may  go  overseas  a  little 
later.  The  other  day  I  ran  into  Olivia  Vidales, 
who  was  at  Gulf  Park  while  I  was  there. 
Her  home  is  here  in  Laredo,  Texas.  Was 
fun  seeing  each  other  again.  Best  of  wishes 
to  you  all  and  remember  me  to  Mrs.  Marsh. 
Natalie  Jackson,  '33 


Your  card  just  arrived  this  morning— 
honestly  my  Christmas  wouldn't  be  com- 
plete without  it.  And  this  year  the  card 
is  so  wonderful — to  see  you  and  Dr.  Cox  in 
the  familiar  setting  was  like  a  glimpse  of 
a  dream.  I  often  think  of  all  the  wonder- 
ful times  and  friends  I  knew.  After  twelve 
years  I  still  am  in  touch  with  about  six 
of  the  girls.  My  family  isn't  quite  as  perfect 
as  I  want  it,  still  no  girls !  My  second  child 
was  another  boy,  but  I  still  have  hopes  of 
a  girl  who  will  go  to  Gulf  Park.  I  guess  I 
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selfishly  want  to  re-live  my  good  times 
again  through  my  little  girl.  My  two  boys 
are  wonderful,  and  I  wouldn't  change  them 
for  anything — "little  angels  with  dirty 
faces."  I  loved  Gulf  Park  so  much.  I  hope 
the  New  Year  will  be  the  happiest  you  have 
ever  known. 

June   Lindblom    (1931-33) 

Mrs.  James  Steinmetz 

Kenosha,  Wisconsin 

How  I'd  love  to  get  back  to  see  you  all, 
but  we  are  so  far  apart.  We  are  very  busy 
these  days  keeping  up  with  our  fifteen 
months  old  daughter,  Loring.  She  is  in  the 
walking,  climbing  stage  now,  and  to  judge 
from  her  lingo  it  won't  be  long  until  we 
reach  the  constant  question  stage.  Don 
works  for  Columbia  Steel  here  in  the  office, 
but  he  is  up  for  reclassification  by  his  draft 
board,  so  we  live  from  day  to  day.  Mother  is 
still  housemother  on  the  Eugene  Oregon 
campus.  Much  happiness  and  success  to  all 
I  still  know  at  GPC. 

Alexia  Marks   (1933-35) 

Mrs.  Don  McMorran 

Seattle,   Washington 

Your  Christmas  card  just  caught  up 
with  me.  I  have  been  in  the  East  for  some 
time  in  order  to  be  near  my  husband, 
hence  my  mail  is  rather  mixed  up.  I  think 
of  you  all  so  often  and  of  the  nice  times 
we  used  to  have  at  Gulf  Park. 

Mary  Ann  Boyes   (1933-34) 

Mrs.  Seip 

Parkersburg,  West  Virginia 

Your  Christmas  card  to  Ecce  Nunn 
(1934-35)  arrived  yesterday  and  it  will  be 
forwarded  to  her.  I  thought  you  might  like 
to  know  she  was  married  two  years  ago 
last  April.  She  is  now  Mrs.  C.  C.  Pratt.  Her 
husband  is  a  Lieutenant-Colonel  in  the  Air 
Corps.  He  is  regular  army  and  is  twenty- 
eight.  It  is  a  very  small  world  for  while 
the  Pratts  were  in  Columbus,  Ohio,  one  of 
Ecce's  classmates  at  Gulf  Park  was  also 
there  with  her  husband.  To  show  how  small 
it  really  is,  a  friend  of  mine  was  visiting 
her  husband  in  Oregon.  She  was  playing 
bridge  one  day  and  one  of  the  others  asked 
where  she  was  from.  She  said  Montgomery 
and  to  her  surprise  the  girl  asked,  "Do  you 
know  Ecce  Nunn?  I  went  to  Gulf  Park 
with  her.''  Dot  King  has  been  out  West  all 
year  but  is  to  come  home  for  Christmas. 
She  is  still  single.  Thought  maybe  all  of 
this  would  be  of  interest  to  you. 

Lorraine  Nunn 

Montgomery,  Alabama 

I  am  so  very  sorry  that  I  never  seem  to 
find  time  to  write  you.  Hugh  and  I  have 
three   children,   two   girls,   three   and   five, 


and  a  boy  born  December  8th  last  year.  I 
do  think  of  you  and  Gulf  Park  often  though, 
and  hope  that  some  day  I  may  return  for 
a  visit.  Let  me  thank  you  most  graciously 
for  the  Tammy  Howl.  I  do  enjoy  it  very 
much. 

Evelyn  Borum,  '35 

Mrs.  Hugh  Douglas  White, 

Greenwood,  Mississippi 

I  often  think  of  the  happy  days  spent 
at  Gulf  Park.  Many  things  have  happened 
to  us  since  I  was  in  school.  My  brother  lost 
his  wife  and  baby  in  1940 ;  the  next  May  he 
joined  the  Canadian  Air  Force.  He  was  an 
instructor  at  Edmonton,  Alberta,  about  a 
year.  Mother  and  I  spent  from  September 
until  Christmas  at  Edmonton  with  him. 
When  the  United  States  entered  the  war 
brother  was  released  and  joined  the  United 
States  Navy  Air  Force.  He  trained  at  Jack- 
sonville, Florida;  then  was  sent  overseas 
the  first  of  November,  1942.  Last  May  we 
received  a  telegram  saying  he  was  missing 
and  on  July  9th  we  received  final  word  that 
he  had  lost  his  life  in  a  plane  crash  in  the 
South  Pacific.  Mother  and  I  are  of  course 
heartbroken.  I  started  working  in  the  office 
of  Sanger  Brothers  Department  Store  in 
Dallas  last  March.  I  have  appreciated  get- 
ting the  school  paper  very  much.  Remember 
me  to  the  teachers  who  were  there  when 
I  was. 

Ethel  Pearl   Mitchell,   '34 
Dallas,  Texas 

This  Christmas  note  will  have  to  take 
the  place  of  those  letters  which  I  have  put 
off  until  tomorrow.  I  think  of  you  often, 
and  whenever  my  delinquents  become  impos- 
sible, I  vow  and  declare  I'll  return  to  the 
Southland.  Mother  has  been  unusually  well 
this  winter  and  joins  me  in  wishing  you  a 
Merry  Christmas.  If  this  war  is  ever  over 
I'll  really  have  someone  special  to  show 
you.  I  knew  that  I  was  waiting  for  some- 
one very  special  but  didn't  know  that  he 
would  be  quite  so  wonderful. 

Frances  Bruce,  '33 

Kansas  City,  Missouri 

I  have  thought  of  you  and  Gulf  Park 
so  much  but  our  ten  months  old  son  keeps 
me  pretty  busy.  He  will  have  to  have  a 
sister  so  she  can  know  the  glorious  days 
at  GPC  that  I  did.  The  Tammy  Howl  is  the 
brightest  spot  in  the  month  and  I  devour 
every  word.  I  do  wish  I  could  drop  in  on 
you  some  day.  Best  wishes  to  you  and  the 
faculty, 

Elizabeth   Moore,  '37 

Mrs.  Douglas  Hindley 
Los  Angeles,   California 
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This  Christmas  finds  me  at  home  in 
the  West  with  Mother  after  ten  months' 
stay  in  the  East  where  Lucy  Cottrell  and 
I  worked  in  defense  plants.  It  was  lots  of 
fun.  Have  enjoyed  all  the  Tammy  Howl 
news  of  all  the  groups. 

Rosemary  Aley,  '37 
Colorado  Springs,  Colorado 

After  following  me  all  over  the  country 
your  Christmas  card  finally  found  me  up 
here.  It  gave  me  a  mighty  warm  feeling  to 
see  you  both  again  and  I  do  appreciate  your 
remembering  me  after  so  long  a  time.  My 
husband  is  overseas  now.  He  flies  a  B-17 
and  the  baby  which  is  coming  and  I  are 
mightly  proud  of  him.  If  the  baby  is  a  girl 
you  can  be  sure  she  will  be  Gulf  Park  bound 
about  1959. 

Melissa  Wright,   1937-38 

Mrs.  Manning 

I  have  for  ever  so  long  meant  to  write 
to  tell  you  how  much  I  appreciate  receiv- 
ing the  Tammy  Howl.  Wish  you  to  know 
that  we  have  two  children,  a  boy,  Ronald, 
and  a  girl,  Tamara — Tammy  for  short,  an- 
other memory  from  Gulf  Park.  Sincerely 
hope  you  are  both  well  and  happy  during 
these  fretful  war  days.  I  think  of  you  many, 
many  times. 

Shirley  Hoag,  '38 

Mrs.  Eden 

Monticello,  Iowa 

Margaret  Winship,  '39,  has  arrived  safe- 
ly in  North  Africa. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  Winship 
Alanta,  Georgia 

I  want  to  wish  the  best  of  everything 
for  you  and  Gulf  Park  this  coming  year.  My 
husband  and  I  hope  to  come  back  to  Gulf- 
port  when  the  war  is  over.  He  is  in  Italy, 
and  I  am  still  teaching  Naval  pilots  link 
trainer  work. 

Dorothy   Wilcox,    1938-39 

Mrs.  Fisher 

Atlanta,  Georgia 

Think  of  you  all  often.  I  am  married 
now  and  live  at  45  Charlotte  Street,  Charles- 
ton, S.  C.  My  husband  is  in  the  Coast 
Guard.  We  have  been  married  five  months. 
How  is  everything  at  Gulf  Park?  Would 
love  to  go  for  a  visit.  My  husband  and  I 
saw  my  roommate,  Sue  Johnson,  in  Memphis, 
Tennessee  in  November.  We  had  a  grand 
time  talking  of  old  days  at  Gulf  Park. 

Elizabeth   Martin,   '40 

Mrs.  Robert  R.  Lay 

45  Charlotte  Street 

Charleston,  South  Carolina 


I  was  so  pleased  to  hear  from  you.  I 
never  forget  you  even  though  my  letters 
are  few.  Dick  and  I  are  very  happy  to- 
gether. I  hope  you  are  both  well. 

Roberta  Warner,  '40 

Mrs.  Dick  Dibble 

Hopewell,  Virginia 

Hope  you  are  both  fine.  I  think  of  you 
often  and  wish  I  could  visit  you  some  time. 
I  am  a  Nurses  Aide  and  like  my  work  very 
much.  Besides  this  I  help  my  father  in  his 
office.  You  see  I  really  am  kept  busy  these 
days. 

Sara  Barbour   (1939-41) 

Christmas  is  a  time  when  I  naturally 
think  of  my  old  and  very  dear  friends.  And 
when  I  do,  my  first  thoughts  turn  to  Gulf 
Park,  you  and  the  good  times  I  had  during 
my  two  years  there.  I  hope  some  day  to 
come  back  for  a  visit.  I  am  at  home  now 
after  working  over  a  year  in  Dallas.  I  am 
planning  on  getting  married  some  time  in 
January   or  February. 

Margaret  Harrison,  '40 

Broken  Bow,  Oklahoma 

Each  year  I  look  forward  to  your  Christ- 
mas card  with  the  picture  and  Dean  Hatch- 
er's poem.  I  got  rather  homesick  when  I 
opened  your  card  this  year.  It  is  so  lovely 
I  constantly  think  of  my  grand  days  at 
Gulf  Park.  I  am  teaching  music  and  Eng- 
lish, 7th,  8th,  and  9th  grades,  and  to  be 
honest  with  you  I  dislike  it  immensely. 
Only  one  good  thing  about  it,  my  school  is 
in  Hannibal  and  I  am  living  at  home.  After 
this  holiday  season  I  am  to  begin  work  on 
an  operetta  which  is  a  must  in  any  school. 
Next  fall  I  am  to  be  married  to  my  child- 
hood sweetheart.  He  is  an  air  cadet  in  the 
Naval  Air  Corps,  and  of  course  is  not  al- 
lowed to  marry  until  he  gets  his  commis- 
sion. We  thoroughly  enjoyed  a  visit  with 
Miss  James  last  summer  and  hope  she  will 
be  able  to  come  again  soon. 

Weige  McMein   (1939-40) 

Hannibal,  Missouri 

I  was  favored  with  many  memories  of 
Gulf  Park  this  season,  your  lovely  Christ- 
mas card  and  a  copy  of  Tammy  Howl  which 
I  am  passing  around  to  several  girls.  My 
last  copy  I  shared  with  Mrs.  Carey  Mayfield 
(Irene  Locke,  1929-32).  The  Christmas  issue 
I  am  taking  with  me  to  San  Antonio,  when 
I  go  down  some  time  this  month  to  visit 
Bernice  Phelps  Childre  and  Annah  Hoover 
Hennessee.  Annah's  husband  is  stationed 
there  for  cadet  training.  Bernice's  husband 
is  a  Lt.  Colonel  at  Keeley  Field.  My  husband 
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has  been  in  England  over  a  year.  He  is 
now  Major  Breeding,  commander  of  a 
squadron  of  Flying  Fortresses.  Needless  to 
say  I  am  very  proud  of  him. 

Jean  Warner,  '39 

Mrs.  Breeding 

Waco,  Texas 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy 
the  Tammy  Howl.  I  am  afraid  I  have  lost 
contact  with  a  lot  of  the  girls  from  Gulf 
Park,  but  Tammy  brings  back  to  mind  two 
grand  years  spent  with  you.  I  was  married 
June  21,  1941,  to  Captain  Nelson  Saxe,  and 
since  that  time  we  have  been  living  in  Long 
Branch,  N.  J.,  near  Fort  Mammoth.  Bobby 
was  born  October  17,  1942,  and  need  I  add 
he's  the  very  best  of  them.  I  saw  Carolyn 
Campbell,  '40,  this  fall  while  I  was  home 
on  a  short  visit.  She  is  living  in  Indian- 
apolis now  and  has  a  darling  little  home. 
Myldred  Stephens,  '40,  was  visiting  her 
with  her  husband,  so  you  see  we  had  a  big 
get-together  and  exchanged  bits  of  news 
of  old  Gulf  Park  girls. 

Betsy  Biggert,  '40 
Mrs.  Nelson  Saxe 
Long  Branch,  New  Jersey 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  much  both  Bar- 
bara and  I  enjoyed  your  Christmas  card 
and  message  this  year.  It's  always  such  a 
grand  feeling  every  year  to  open  up  your 
Christmas  card.  I  find  myself  looking  for 
it  every  year.  It  brings  back  memories  of 
those  grand  and  wonderful  days  we  both 
had  at  Gulf  Park.  Nothing  has  ever  com- 
pared to  them.  Barbara  is  now  in  the 
WASPS  and  is  taking  her  training  at  Sweet 
Water,  Texas.  She  just  started  December  6 
and  is  completely  and  thoroughly  in  love 
with  her  work.  She  finishes  her  training  in 
about  six  months  and  then  begins  ferry- 
ing planes.  As  to  my  career,  I  have  chosen 
to  become  a  stewardess  for  American  Air- 
lines. I  am  based  here  in  Ft.  Worth,  Texas, 
and  take  trips  to  Memphis,  Nashville,  El 
Paso  and  Chicago.  It  is  grand  work  and  so 
interesting.  It  is  very  nice  for  me  too  for 
I  get  to  see  Barb  now  and  then  and  also 
flying  to  Chicago  I  am  able  to  see  Mother. 
I  wouldn't  trade  for  the  world.  I  am  sure 
you  remember  Sue  Broeder  (1939-40)  who 
was  in  my  class.  She  is  working  for  Amer- 
ican Airlines  too  as  a  reservationist.  She 
is  based  in  St.  Louis  and  lives  at  home.  I 
see  her  practically  every  time  I  take  a  trip 
to  Chicago. 

Janet   Truitt,   '40 

Fort  Worth,  Texas 


For  some  time  I  have  wanted  to  write 
you  of  my  engagement  to  Master  Sergeant 
Stewart  Byron  Baldwin,  who  is  overseas 
now.  I  received  my  ring  last  June.  Just  a 
week  before  that,  my  twin  sister,  Peggy, 
received  the  news  that  her  husband  had 
died  in  a  plane  crash.  She  and  Lt.  (j.  g.) 
John  Starr,  U.  S.  Coast  Guard,  were  only 
married  six  weeks.  We  are  moving  to  Jack- 
sonville, Florida,  this  week.  Please  have 
the  Tammy  Howl  sent  to  me  at  1780  San 
Marso  Blvd.,  Apartment  3.  I  have  enjoyed 
it  very  much.  Kakie,  '31  (Mrs.  Charles  Al- 
len) is  living  in  Orlando  where  her  hus- 
band is  in  the  Navy.  Little  Kittie  started 
school  this  fall,  and  Kakie's  youngest,  Ward, 
will  be  two  in  January.  Peggy  and  I  hope 
to  decide  on  some  type  of  work  after  we 
reach  Jacksonville.  I  have  been  doing  some 
nurses  aide  work  here.  Please  remember  me 
to  the  faculty. 

Mary  Ramsay,  '41 

1780  San  Marso  Blvd.,  Apt.  3 

Jacksonville,  Florida 

It  seems  that  the  Christmas  season 
brings  back  so  close  the  old  ties  that  al- 
ways mean  so  much.  My  husband  has  been 
overseas  now  for  eleven  months,  and  is 
stationed  at  the  present  in  Italy.  So  I  am 
here  with  my  family.  Some  day  it  is  my 
hope  to  visit  Gulf  Park  again  with  my  hus- 
band. 

Betty  McDaniel,  '41 

Mrs.  Hague 

I  received  your  Christmas  card  and 
think  it  is  beautiful.  It  certainly  brings 
back  wonderful  memories. 

Jean  Jeter,   '40 

Mrs.  William  Becktold 

Memphis,  Tennessee 

Am  stationed  out  here  in  San  Francisco 
which  reminds  me  so  much  of  the  Gulf 
Coast  with  the  mild  climate,  flowers,  and 
sea.  I'm  really  in  the  Navy  and  though  our 
training  period  was  tough,  it  was  well  worth 
the  effort.  I  have  a  very  interesting  as- 
signment and  love  my  work.  I  miss  my 
radio  work  but  there's  plenty  of  time  for 
that  after  the  war,  and  I'm  very  glad  that 
I  joined  the  WAVES.  If  any  other  Gulf 
Park  girls  would  like  a  real  war  job  do 
urge  them  to  join  because  they  are  really 
needed  and  I  can  vouch  that  we  do  work 
and  are  actually  relieving  men  for  sea  duty. 
Helene  Herzfeld,  '40 
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Shirley  Van  Dolah,  '40,  sent  a  card  with 
a  picture  of  herself  and  baby  and  the  fol- 
lowing remarks:  Had  these  made  up  when 
a  medal  was  all  we  had  to  represent  Daddy, 
but  Santa  has  done  himself  proud  this  year 
and  the  head  of  this_  lucky  family  will  be 
on  hand  for  the  most  wonderful  Christmas 
ever!  Santa  Barbara  is  the  next  camp  site, 
so  it's  out  to  the  Coast  again. 


I  want  you  to  know  that  I  often  think 
of  you  and  wonder  just  what  you  all  are 
doing.  I  am  back  home  with  Mother  and 
Dad,  have  been  here  almost  a  year  as 
Winston  went  overseas  right  after  last 
Christmas.  He  was  shot  down  over  Germany 
in  April  and  has  been  a  German  prisoner 
ever  since.  I  hear  from  him  regularly  now 
and  he  says  he  is  getting  along  fine.  I  hope 
that  next  Christmas  will  find  him  back  with 
me,  and  all  the  other  boys  back  with  their 
families. 

Marian  Hoover,  '42 

Mrs.  Winston  Garth 

Owensboro,   Kentucky 


I  have  certainly  missed  Gulf  Park  and 
you  all  this  fall,  and  it  just  didn't  seem 
right  not  to  go  back  with  Monk  as  we  have 
the  past  two  years.  I  know  that  two  of  the 
happiest  years  of  my  life  were  spent  at 
Gulf  Park  and  many  of  my  dearest  friends 
also.  I  am  now  going  to  art  school  in  Chi- 
cago and  having  a  wonderful  time.  But  my 
heart  and  thoughts  will  always  go  back  to 
Gulf  Park.  Thanks  again  for  everything. 
Please  remember  me  to  Miss  Evans,  Miss 
Fulson  and  Miss  Sarah  Kate  Smith,  also 
the  Senior  Class  who  will  always  be  my 
Juniors. 

Shirley   Harris,   '43 

Chicago,  Illinois 

SONNET  NO.  1 

0  sleep,  eternal  sleep  come  to  me  now, 
Unto  me  bring  the  everlasting  sleep 
Until  my  mind  and  heart  and  soul  allow 
A  freedom  that  is  broad  and  oh  so  deep. 
Unto  me  bring  the  everlasting  rest, 
The   one   from   which   there   is   no   waking 

morn, 
The  feeling  known  alone  to  all  the  blest. 
The  one  that  only  living  beings   mourn. 
If  I  could  find  the  everlasting  peace 
And  think  how  long  from  worry  I'd  be  free, 
And  in  the  future,  heaven  I  would  foresee. 
And  in  the  future,  heaven  I  would  forsee 
Without  you  life  has  lost  it's  every  charm 
And  only  death  can  lead  me  to  your  arm. 
— Bette  Anne  Taylor. 
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SCHEDULE  OF  EVENTS 

Saturday,  February  19 — 

Mardi  Gras  Tournament  and  Ball 

Thursday,  February  24 — 

Conrad  Thibault,  Concert  Singer,  8:15 
p.   m. 

Saturday,  February  26 — 

"G"  Club  Dance  at  G.C.M.A. 

Thursday,  March  2 — 

Lecture-Dance,  Ted  Shawn,  8:15  p.  m. 

Saturday,  March  4 — 

Senior  Class  Dance 

Friday,   March    10 — 

Student  Dance  Recital,  8:15  p.  m. 

Saturday,  March  11 — 

High  School  Dance 

Monday,  March  13 — 

Extra  Day  of  School :  Saturday  Classes ; 
Saturday  Hours 

Thursday,  March  16 — 

Pride  and  Prejudice 

Saturday,   March   18 — 

Delta  Alpha  Dance 

Saturday,  April  1 — 

End  of  Third  Quarter 

Saturday,  April  15 — 

Delta  Chi  Dance 

Monday,  April  17 — 

Extra  Day  of  School:  Tuesday  Classes; 
Saturday  Hours 

Saturday,  April  29 — 

Sigma  Psi  Dance 

.../Til  Tammy 
Howls  Again 
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